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The Council of the Shakespeare Society derare it to be understood 
that the}' are not answerable for any opinions or observationg that 
maj appear in the Society's publications ; the BditorB of the seyeral 
worka being alone responsible for the some. * 
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INTRODUCTION. 



Under the editorial care of the late Mr. Barron 
Field, the Shakespeare Society has already reprinted 
four plays, in the composition of three of which 
Thomas Heywood alone was concerned, while in the 
fourth he had the assistance of his contemporary, 
William Rowley. These reprints came out respec- 
tively m 1842 and 1846; and in 1847 the Council 
had the misfortune to lose an able and willing asso* 
ciate, and the Editor of the present volume an early 
and zealous friend. 

In conformity with the declared intention of the 
Council of the Shakespeare Society, it was the wish 
of Mr. Field to have continued his labours through 
the other dramatic works of Thomas Heywood; but 
death having rendered it necessary that the task 
should devolve into other hands, the present Editor 
has been called upon to complete what was left 
imperfect. It will now, therefore, be his duty from 
time to time, as the funds and more immediate pur- 
poses of the Society will allow, to prepare the re- 
maining plays of this fine old dramatist for repub- 
lication. 
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VI INTRODUCTION. 

With this design, the two parts of " The Fair Maid 
of the West," constituting distinct plays, have been 
put to press; and in performing his duty, as re- 
gards them, the Editor has in general followed the 
system pursued by Mr. Field : he has done so, both 
for the sake of consistency, and because it appeared 
to him that it was not, in its principal features, 
capable of much improvement. Like Mr. Field, he 
has avoided the inconvenience of foot-notes, which 
usually distract attention from the progress of the plot 
and from the poetry of the scene, and he has added 
such explanations of passages or words, as seemed 
requisite^ at the end of each play ; thus, should any 
difficulty occur to the reader as he proceeds, he has 
nothing to do but to refer to the page and line in the 
notes, to have it removed, as fer as the knowledge of 
the Editor extended. In one minor particular he 
has, he hopes, improved upon the ordinary plan ; for 
he has thought it at all times advisable to put his 
information in the shortest compass. He has thus 
excluded many quotations where one would answer 
the jjurpose, deeming it a useless consumption of 
space to multiply authorities, when a single apposite 
passage would answer the purpose. In cases of appeal 
to weU known works, all that is really wanted is a 
clear and accurate reference. 

He may be allowed, perhaps, to say, after some 
experience, that it seems to him to have been the pre- 
vaiHng error of editorship, both as regards Shake- 
speare and his contemporaries, never to consider a 
point established, as long as any proof to the same 
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IKTBODUCTION. VU 

e£Fect could be produced. The vanity of displaying 
extensive reading, and of citing recondite authorities, 
has mainly led to the introduction of this surplusage : 
the only information thus gained by the reader con- 
sists of a knowledge of what books had been con- 
sulted; and even this was delusive, since second-hand 
quotations were often made to bear the appearance 
of ori^al research. 

In the two following dramas, immediately connected 
in subject, the reader is put, as nearly as possible, in 
possession of the text of the author. It is evident, 
from the prefatory matter, that Heywood was a con- 
senting party to the printing of " The Fair Maid of 
the West," in the old edition; and there is reason to 
believe that he superintended the work through the 
press: nevertheless, he was guilty of not a few 
strange oversights, and permitted many printer's 
errors to remain: these it was, of course, necessary 
to set right. The divisions of the acts, in our im- 
pression, are such as they appear in the old copy; 
but there the scenes, though usually in some way 
distinguished, are not marked and numbered in the 
ordinary manner. When a change of place occurred, 
especially if it were of any importance in the develop- 
ment of the plot, it was the custom of our old drama- 
tists (in the deficiency of scenery and in the simplicity 
of other stage contrivances) to take care very early, 
generally in the first speech, to convey the required 
information, directly or indirectiy, to the audience. 
The two following plays afford abundant instances of 
rapid alterations of the scene of action, and of as fre- 
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Vlll INTRODUCTION. 

queiit appeals, therefore, to the imaginations of the 
spectators : in Act IV., it is transferred at once from 
Cornwall to Morocco, and from Morocco to the 
Azores ; but nobody is kept for more than a moment 
in suspense as to the place represented. This in- 
artificial construction we have preserved, as a cha- 
racteristic of the stage at the time; but, where it 
has seemed at all necessary to give additional expla- 
nation, we have ventured a hint of it in our notes, 
and have thus been able, as we trust, without making 
any variations in the arrangement of the scenes, or 
inserting any needless divisions, to render the pro- 
gress of the story perfectly intelligible. 

Our object has been not unnecessarily to intermingle 
our own handiwork, but to leave the whole drama as 
we may suppose Hey wood would have left it; and to 
this system we shall endeavour in future to adhere. 
We have done nothing more than may be said to be 
required in our day, when the plays are not in a 
course of representation. 

With the precise origin of the plot of "The Fair 
Maid of the West" we are not acquainted; but we 
have^ttle doubt, from the usual habit of dramatists 
of Heywood's time, that both plays were founded upr ^ 
some popular narrative or tradition, now lost, contain- 
ing the romantic incidents represented in action and 
dialogue. They were printed together, in the usual 
quarto form, in 1631; and we know that they were 
in existence in 1617, when an attack was made upon 
the Cock-pit theatre, in Drury Lame, where they had 
been frequently acted. (Hist. Engl. Dram. Poetry 
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INTRODUCTION. IS 

aud the Stage, i., 403.) There is no doubt that they 
long continued popular performances; and we may 
imagine that a printed edition of them was called for, 
because their reputation had led to their recent per- 
formance before the King and Queen. The Pro- 
logues and Epilogues reprinted by us were such as 
were written for this occasion, and the fact is men- 
tioned on the orig^al titie-page. 

Great and many allowances must be made for the 
construction and conduct of the story ; what would 
tell extremely well in a narrative, such as we conjec- 
ture Heywood to have used, would sometimes appear 
violent and improbable on the stage; and the Bio- 
grapbia Dramatica (i., 212) informs us that Dancer 
converted (probably only re-converted) the incidents 
into a novel, so well did he consider them adapted to 
the purpose. The Editor also has in his possession a 
long ballad in MS., founded upon the plays. Con- 
sidering the difficulties with which Heywood in this 
respect had to contend, (aiding himself, however, by 
Chorus and dumb-show) it cannot be disputed that 
he has displayed much skill and ingenuity. The 
bustie is unceasing, and attention never wearies. For 
the coarseness of a small portion of the comic busi- 
ness, the usual excuse must be found in the manners 
of the time ; and, at all events, it was not such as the 
King and Queen could not sit patiently to hear, and 
they perhaps listened to it with as much enjoyment 
as less exalted auditors. The poetry and pathos of 
some of the scenes in which the hero and heroine are 
engaged cannot be too highly praised : it is extremely 
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X IITTRODUCTIOW. 

touching, from its truth to nature and its graceful 
simplicitf, without the sJightest apparent effort on 
the part of the author. The characters are strongly 
drawn and clearly distinguished, while that of the 
heroine is admirably preserved and is constantly at- 
tractive. Our purpose, however, is not now to criti- 
cise the performance, but merely to afford such pre- 
liminary explanations as will the better enable our 
readers to enjoy it. 

The versification is varied and harmonious; but it 
is necessfu*y to remark that Heywood appears to have 
been, in this particular, a somewhat careless writer, 
heeding little how his lines were divided in the printed 
copy, as long as they came agreeably or forcibly from 
the mouths of tiie actors. It seems to have been his 
great aim (like that of most, if not all, of his con- 
temporaries) to satisfy on the stage, without thinking 
of the reader : the printer, too, has not imfrequently 
done his verse injustice ; and we wonder that, as the 
sheets went through the author's hands, he did not 
himself regulate the lines, in many places, differently. 
This conaderation has frequently checked us, when 
otherwise we should have felt disposed to make some 
changes, merely of location, in order to render the 
blank verse more conformable to ordinary rule: 
upon a few, and very few, changes we have ven- 
tured; but it is quite evident in many places, which 
we need not point out, that the omission or insertion 
of a monosyllable would sometimes have restored the 
measure, injured perhaps by the imperfectness of the 
memory, or of the ear, of the performer. We have 
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Xll INTRODUCTION. 

It is necessary to add that the present volume com- 
pletes six of Heywood's plays, which, if the members 
of our Society think fit, may be bound in one Tolume, 
to which other volumes will hereafter he added. Thus 
we may hope, ere very long, to put forth, in a con- 
tinuous series, all the extant dramas and pieces of a 
dramatic character which came from the prolific pen 
of Thomas Heywood. They will be preceded, in 
due time, by such biographical particulars as have 
come down to us, which, as our author lived through 
a long series of years, and published many books of 
a miscellaneous description, are more numerous than 
might be imagined. In order that his plays, sepa- 
rately printed by our Society, may be at any time 
arranged iu larger consecutive volumes, if that course 
shoiild be deemed expedient, we have prefixed to the 
present publication a general title-page to Vol. I., 
followed by a list of the dramas included in it. 

J. P. C. 

Kenaington, February 12, 1830. 



^dbyGoogle 



THE 

FAIR MAID 

OF THE WEST, 

OB 

A Girle worth gold. 

The first part. 

As It waa lately acted before the King and Queen, 
with approved liking. 

By the Queen's Majesties Comediant. 

Written by T. H. 



Printed for Kichard Eoyston, and are to be aold at hie Shop 
in Ivie Lane. 16-31. 
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Sir, 



To the mucb worthy, and my most 

respected John Othow, Esquire, 

Counsellor at Law, in 

the noble Society of 

Grays Inn. 



Excuse this my bolduesa, (I iotreat you) and let it 
pass under the title of my love and respect, long devoted 
(into you ; of wbich, if I endeavour to present the world with 
a due acknowledgement, without the sordid expectation of 
reward or servile imputation of flattery, I hope it will be 
the rather accepted. I must ingenuously acknowledge, a 
weightier argument woidd have better suited with your grave 
employment ; but there are retirements necessarily belonging 
to all the labours of the body and brain. If in such cessation 
you will deign to cast an eye upon this weak and unpollished 
Poem, I shdl receive it as a courtesy from you, much ex- 
ceeding any merit in me (my good meaning only accepted). 
Thus wishing you healthfid ability in body, untroubled con- 
tent in mind, with happy fruition of both the temporal 
felicities of the world present, and the eternal blessedness 
of the life future, I still remun as ever, 



Yours, most affectionately d 

Thomas Hetwood. 
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To the Reader. 

Courteous Keader, my Plays have not been exposed to 
the pablic view of the world in numerous sheets and a large 
volume, but singly (as thou eeest) with great modesty, and 
email noise. These Comedies, bearing the title of The Fair 
Maid of the Weit, if they prove but as gratious in thy private 
reading, as they were plau^ble in the public acting, I shall 
not much doubt of their success. Nor need they (I hope) 
much fear a nigged and censorious brow from thee, on whom 
the greatest and best in the kingdom have vouchsafed to 
smile. I hold it no necessity to trouble thee with the Argu- 
ment of the story, the matter it self lying so plainly before 
ihee in Acts and Scenes, without any deviations, or winding 
indents. 

Peruse it through, and thou may^st finde in it 
Some mirth] some matter, and, perhaps, some wit. 

He that would study thy content, 
T. H. 
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* Prologue. 

Amongst the Grecians there were annual feasts. 
To which none were invited, ae chief guests. 
Save Princes and their Wives. Amongst the men. 
There was no argument disputed then, 
But who beat governed : and (aa't did appear) 
He was eateem'd sole Sovereign for that year. 
The Queens and Ladies ai^ued at that time 
For Vertue and for Beauty which was prime. 
And she had the high honour. Two here be, 
For Beauty one, the other Majesty, 
Moat worthy (did that custom still persever) 
Not for one year, but to be Sovereigns ever.' 

' This Frologoe was, of course, delivered when the play waa acted 
before the King and Queen at Court, and not when it waa performed before 
an oidinar^ audience at a theatre. 
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[DRAMATIS PERSON^.] 

Tno Sea Captaim. 

Mr. Carroll, a Gentleman. 

Mr. Spencer f hj Mr. Uicha£L Bowteb. 

Q^t. Goodiack, Spencer's friend; b; Mr' RICH. Febkins. 

Two VintnerB* boyes, 

BeMBrt<fyes, the Fair Mud of the West; by Hugh Claki. 

Mr. Forset, a Gentleman ; by Chbistoph. Goad. 

Mr. Roughman, a swaggering Gentleman; by William Sheablock. 

Clem, B drawer of wine under Beta Bridget; by Mr, Williau 



Three Sailors. 
A Surgeon. 

A Kitchen Mud; hy Mr. Anthont Tuknek. 
The Mayor of Foy. 
An Alderman and a Servant. 
A Spanish Captain ; by G. Goad. 
An English Merchant; by Rob. Axell. 
MuUisheg, King of Fesse ; by Mr. Will. Allen. 
Saahau Aleade; by Mr. Wilbrahau. 
Bashaw Joffer. 
Two Spanish Captains. 
A French Merchant. 
An Itatian Merchant. 
A Chorus. 

The Earl of Essex going to Cales. The Mayor of Plymouth, 
with Petitioners, Mutes personated. 
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THE FAIR MAID 

of the West; 

Or. 

A Giri worth Gold. 



EfOer two Captains and M'. Carbol. 

1 Oapt. When puts my Lord to sea? 

2 Capt. When the wind's fwr. 

Car. Resolve me, I intreat, can you not guess 
The purpose of this voyage ? 

1 Capt. Most men think 

The Fleet's bound for the Islands. 

Carr. Nay, tis like. 
The great success at Cales, under the conduct 
Of such a noble Generall, hath put heart 
Into the English; they are all on fire 
To purchase from the Spanitird. If their carracks 
Come deeply laden, we shall tug with them 
For golden spoiL 

2 Capt. O, were it come to that I 

1 Capt. How Plymouth swells with gallants; how 
the streets 
Grlister with gold I You cannot meet a man 
But tricked in scarf and feather, that it seems 
As if the pride of England's gallantry 
Were harbour'd here. It doth appear (methinke) 
A very Court of souldiers. 
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8 THE FAIB UAID OF THB WEST. 

Carr. It doth bo. 
Where shall we dine to-day ? 

2 Capt. At the next tavern hy ; there's the beet wine. 

1 Cap. And the best wench. Bat Bridget; she's the 

flower 
Of Plymouth held : the Castle needs no hush. 
Her heauty draws to them more gallant customers 
Then all the signs i'th' town else. 

2 Capt. A sweet lass. 
If I have any judgement. 

. 1 Capt. Now, in troth, 
I think she's honest. 

Carr. Honest, and live there? 
What I in a public tavern, where's such confluence 
Of lusty and brave gallants ? Honest, said you ? 

2 Capt. I vow she is, for me. 

1 Capt, For all, I think. I'm sure she's wondrous 

modest 
Carr. But withall 
Exceeding affable. 

2 Capt. An ai^ument that she's not proud. 
Carr, No ; were she proud, she'd falL 

1 Capt. Well, she's a most attractive adamant: 
Her very beauty hath upheld that house. 

And gained her master much. 

Carr. That adamant 
Shall for this time draw me too : we'll dine there. 

2 Capt. No better motion. Come to the Castle, then. 

Enter M'. Spencbb and Capt. Goodlack. 

Goodl What ! to the old house still ? 

Spenc. Canst blame me. Captain ? 
Believe me, I was never surpris'd till now, 
Or catch'd upon the sudden. 

GoodL Pray resolve me. 
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THE FAIE MAID OP THE WEST. 9 

Why, being a gentleman of fortune's means, 
And well revenued, will you adventure thus 
A donbtfull voyage, when onely such aa I, 
Bom to no other fortunes than my Bword, 
Should seek abroad for pillage ? 

Spenc. Pillage, Captain? 
No, tis for honor ; and the brave society 
Of all these shining gallants, that attend 
The great Lord Grenerall, drew me hither first; 
No hope of gain or spoil. 

Goodl. Ay, but what draws you to this house so oft ? 

Spmc. As if thou knewst it not 

Qoodl. What, Bess ? 

Spenc. Even she. 

Goodl. Come, I must tell you, you forget yourself, 
One of your birth and breeding, thus to doat 
Upon a tanner's daughter : why, her father 
Sold hides in Somersetshire, and being trade-fallen. 
Sent her to service. 

Spenc. Prithee speak no more ; 
Thou tell'st me that which I would fain forget, 
Or wish I had not known. If thou wilt humour me. 
Tell me she's fair and honest. 

Goodl. Yes, and loves you. 

Spenc. To fo^et that were to exclude the rest: 
All saving that were nothing. Come, let's enter. 

Enter two Drawers. 

1 Draw. Ton are welcome, gentlemen. — Shew them 
into the next room there. 

2 Draw. Look out a towel, and some rolls, a salt 
and trenchers. 

Spenc. No, sir, we will not dine. 
2 Draw. lam sure ye would, if you had my stomach. 
What wine drink ye, sack or claret ? 
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10 THE FAIB HAID OF THE WEST. 

Spenc. Wbere'a Bets ? 

2 SraK. Marry, above, with three or four gentle- 

Spmc. Gro call her. 

2 D. lie draw yon a cup of the neatest wine in 
Plymouth. 

8peno. Fll taate none of your drawing. Go call Besi. 

2 Draw. There's nothing in the mouths of these gal- 
lants, hut Beat, Best. 

Spenc. What say, sir? 

2 Draw. Nothing, sir, but 111 go and call her pre- 
sently. 

Spenc. Tell her who's here. 

2 Draw. The devill rid her out of the house, for me. 

Spmc. Say, sir? 

2 Draw. Nothing but anon, anon, sir. 

Enter Bess Bbidges. 

Spenc. See, she's come t 

Bett. Sweet Mr. Spencer, y'are a stranger grown. 
Where have you been these three days ? 

Spenc. The last night 
I sat up late at game. Here, take this bag. 
And lay't up tUl 1 call for't. 

Beta. Sir, I shall. 

^enc. Bring me some wine. 

Bett. 1 know your taste. 
And I shall please your palate. 

Goodl. Troth, tie a pretty eoul I 

Spenc To thee I will unbosom all my thoughts. 
Were her low birth but equal with her beauty. 
Here would I fix my thoughts. 

Goodl. You are not mad, sir ? 
You Bay you love her, 

Spenc. Never question that. 
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THE FAIR MAID OF THE WEST. 11 

Goodl. Then put her to't, win opportunity, 
She'8 the best bawd. If (as you say) she Iotcb you. 
She can deny you nothing. 

Bpenc. I have proved her 
Unto the utmost teat. Examin'd her. 
Even to a modest force ; but all in vwn : 
She'll laugh, confer, keep company, discourse. 
And something more, kiss : but beyond that compass 
She no way can be drawn. 

Goodl. Tls a virtue 
But seldom found in taverns. 

Enter Bess, with wine. 

Betg. 'Tis of the best Graves wine, sir. 

Spenc. Grramercy, girl: come sit. 

Sets. Pray pardou, sir, I dare not. 

Spenc. I'll ha' it so. 

Bess. My fellows love me not, and will complain 
Of such a saucy boldness. 

Spmc. Pox on your fellows I 
I'll try whether their pottle pots or heads 
Be harder, if I do but hear them grumble. 
Sit : now, Bess, drink to me. 

Bees. To your good voyage 1 

Enter the second Drawer. 

2 Draw. Did you call, sir ? 

Spenc. Yes, air, to have your absence. Capt^n, this 
health. 

Ooodl. Let it come, sir. 

2 Draw. Must you be set, and we wait, with a . 

Bpmc. What say you, sir ? 

2 Dram. Anon, anon : I come there. [Eieit. 

Spenc. What will you venture, Bess, to sea with 
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12 THE FAIR MAID OF THE WB9T. 

Bea. What I love best, my heart : for I could wish 
I had been bom to equal you in fortune. 
Or you so low, to have been rank'd with me ; 
I could have then preBum'd boldly to say, 
I love none but my Spencer. 

Speno. Bess, 1 thank thee. 
Keep BtUl that hundred pound till my return 
From th' Islands with my Lord : if never, wench. 
Take it; it is thine own. 

Bess. You bind me to you. 

Enter thejtrgt Drawer. 

1 Draw. Best, you must fill some wine into the Port- 
cuIIIb; the gentlemen there will drink none but of 
your drawing. 

Spmc. She ahaU not rise, sir. Go, let your master 
snick-up. 

1 D. And that should be cousin-germain to the 

hick-up. 

Enter the second Drawer. 

2 Draw, Bess, you must needs come. The gentle- 
men fling pots, pottles, drawers, and all down st^iiB. 
The whole house is in an uproar. 

Bess. Pray pardon, sir, I needs must be gone. 

2 D. The gentlemen swear if she come not up to 
them, they will come down to her. 

Spmc. If they come in peace, 
Like ravill gentlemen, they may be welcome : 
If otherwise, let them usurp their pleasures. 
We stand prepar'd for both. 

Enter Carbol and tuio Captaim. 

Car. Save you, gallants. We are somewhat bold, to 
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THE FAIE MAID OF THE WEST. 13 

Into yooT company : it may be held scarce manners ; 
Therefore, fit that we should crave your pardon. 
Spenc. Sir, you are welcome ; so are your friends. 

1 Capt. Some wine. I 

Begs. Pray give me leave to fill it. 

Spenc. You shall not stir. So, please you, well 
join company. — 
Drawer, more stools. 

Car. I take't that's a she drawer. Are you of the 
house? 

Be^. I am, sir. 

CaroU. In what place ? 

Bess. I draw. 

Car. Beer, do you not? You are some tapstress. 

Spenc. Sir, the worst character you can bestow 
Upon the maid is to draw wine. 

Car. She would draw none to us. 
Perhaps she keeps a rundlet for your taste. 
Which none but you must pierce. 

2 Capt. 1 pray be civiL 

Spenc. I know not, gentlemen, what your intents be, 
Nor do I fear, or care. This is my room ; 
And if you bear you, as you seem in show. 
Like gentlemen, sit and be sociable, 

Car. We wilL — Minx, by your leave. Remove, I say. 

Spetw. She shall not stir. 

Car. How, sir? 

Spene. No, air. Could you outfiice the devil. 
We do not fear yoiu: roaring. 

Car. Though you may be companion with a drudge. 
It is not fit she should have place by us. — 
About your business, housewife. 

Spenc. She is worthy 
The place as the best here, and she shall keep't. 

Car. You lie. ^TAe^biutU: Caroli. tfom. 
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GooeU. The gentleman's elain : away t 

Seu. Oh, Heaven ! what have you done ? 

Goodl. Undone thyself, and me too. Come away. 

Ss»g. Oh, sad misfortune I I shall lose him ever. 
What ! are you men, or milksops? Stand yon still, 
Senseless as stones, and see your friend in danger 
To expire hia last ? 

1 Copt. Tush I all our help's in vain. 

2 Capt. This is the fruit of whores. 
This mischief came through thee. 

Beu. It grew first from your in(nvility. 
1 C(^. Lend me a hand, to hit his body hence. 
It was a fatal business. [Exeunt Captain*. 

Enter the two Drawers. 

1 Dr. One call my master, another fetch the con- 
stable. Here's a man killed in the room. 

2 Dr. How 1 a man killed, say'st thou ? Is all paid ? 
1 Dr. How fell they out, canst tell? 

^ Dr. Sure,abouttliiBboldBettrice. 'Tis not so much 
for the death of the man, but how shall we come by our 
reckoning ? [Exeunt Drawert. 

Bes$. What shall become of me ? Of all lost crea- 
tures. 
The most iufortunate I My innocence 
Hath been the cause of blood, and I am now 
Purpled with murder, though not within compass 
Of the laws' severe censure : but, which most 
Adds unto my affliction, I by this 
Have lost so worthy and approv'd a friend. 
Whom to redeem from exile, I would give 
All that's without and in me. 

Enter Forset. 

Fort. Your name's Best Bridges ? 
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Best. An unfortunate Maid, 
Known by that name too well in Plymouth, here. 
Your business, eir, with me ? 

Fore. Know you this ring ? 

Beis. I do : it is my Spencer'g. 
I know, withal, you are hia trusty friend. 
To whom he would conunit it. Speak: how fares he? 
Is he in freedom, know ye ? 

Fors. He's in health 
Of body, though in mind somewhat perplexed 
For this late mischief happened. 

Bets. Is he fled, and freed from danger ? 

Fori. Neither. By this token 
He loyingly commends him to you, Bess, 
And prays you, when 'tiB dark, meet him o'tb' Hoe, 
Near to the new-made fort, where hell attend you. 
Before he flies, to take a kind farewell. 
There's only Goodlack in hia company ; 
He entreats you not to fail him. 

Besg. Tell him from me. Til come, I'll run, Pll fly, 
Stand Death before me ; were I sure to die. [EwiU 

Enter SpENCBE and Goodlack. 

Goodl. You are too full of passion. 

Spene. Canst thou blame me, 
To have the guUt of murder burden me ; 
And next, my life in hazard to a death 
So ignominious j last, to lose a loye 
So sweet, so fiur, so amorous, and so chaste, 
And all these at an instant ! Art thou sure 
Carrol is dead ? 

Goodl. I can believe no less. 
You bit him in the rery speeding place. 

Spenc. Oh I but the last of these sits neer'st my heart. 

Goodl. Sir, be advised by me. 
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Try her, before you trust her. She, perchance, 
May take th* advantage of your hopeful fortunes ; 
But when she finds you subject to distress 
And casualty, her flattering love may die ; 
Your deceased hopes. 

8pme. Thou couneell'st well. 
ni put her to the test and utmost trial. 
Before I trust her farther. Here she comes. 

Enter FoBSET and Bess, teitk a hag. 

Fort. I have done my message, wr. 

Ben. Feare not, sweet Spencer ; we are now alone,- 
And thou art sanctuar'd in these mine arms. 

GoodL While these confer, well sentinel their safety. 
This place III guard. 

For*. I this. 

Bett. Are you not hurt. 
Or your akin ras*d with his ofifeofflve steel ? 
How is it with you ? 

Spenc. Beat, all my affiiclions 
Are that I must leave thee : thou know'st, withal. 
My extreme necessity, and the fear 
Of a most scandalous death, doth force me hence. 
I am not near my country ; and to stay 
For new supply from thence might deeply engage me 
To desperate hazard. 

Be»8. Is it coin you want ? 
Here is the hundred pound you gave me late : 
Use that, beside what I have stored and saved. 
Which makes it fifty more. Were it ten thousand. 
Nay, a whole milKoo, Spencer, all were thine. 

Spenc. Koj what thou hast, keep still j 'tis all thine 

Here be my keys : my trunks take to thy charge : 
Sudi gold fit for transportage as I have. 
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111 bear along : the rest are freely thine. 
Money, apparel, and what else thou find'st, 
Perhaps worth my bequest and thy receiving, 
I make thee mietreas of. 

Bets. Before, I doted ; 
But now you strive to have me ecstaaied. 
What would you have me do, in which t'expresa 
My zeal to you ? 

Spenc. Which in my chamber hangs, 
My picture, I enjoin thee to keep ever ; 
For when thou part'at with that, thou losest me. 

■Beis. My soul may from my body be divorc'd. 
But never that from me. 

Spenc. I have a house in Foy, a tavern called 
The Windmill, that I freely ^ve thee, too ; 
And thither, if I live, ITl send to thee. 

Begg. So Boon as I have caat my reckoninga up. 
And made even with my master, 111 not fail 
To visit Foy, iu ComwalL la there eke 
Aught that you will enjoin me ? 

Spenc. Thou art fiiir: 
Join to thy beauty virtue. Many auitora 
I know will tempt thee : beauty's a shrewd b^t, 
But unto that if thoii add'at chastity. 
Thou ehalt o'ercome all acandaL Time calls hence; 
We now must part. 

Bets. Oh t that I had the power to make Time lame ; 
To atay the stars, or make the moon stand still ; 
That future day might never haste thy flight t 
I could dwell here for ever in thine arms. 
And wish it always night. 

Spenc. We trifle hours. FarewelL 

Bets. First take this ring : 
'Twae the firat token of my constant love 
That past betwixt us. When I see thia next. 
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And not my Speneer, I shall think thee dead ; 
For till death part thy body from thy bouI, 
I know thou wilt not part with it. 

Spenc. Swear for me, J9iew ; for thou mayst safely do't. 
Once more, farewell ; at Foy thou ahalt faeare from me. 

Beii. There's not a word that hath a parting sound 
Which through mine ears shrills not inune^te deadu 
I shall not live to lose thee. 

Fort. Beat be gone ; for hark, I hear some tread. 

Speno. A thousand farewells are in one contracted. 
Captwin, away I 

[Exeunt Spenceb and Goodlack. 

B^i. Oh ! I shall die. 

Fora. What mean you, Beta f will yon betray your 
friend, 
Or call my name in question P Sweet, look up. 

Bess. Hah, is my Spencer gone ? 

Fora. With speed towards Foy, 
There to take ship for Fayal. 

Beaa. Let me recollect myself. 
And what he left in charge — Virtue and Chastity. 
Next, with all sudden expedition 
Prepare for Foy : all these will I conserve. 
And keep them strictly, as I would my Hfe. 
Plymouth, farewell : in Cornwall I will prove 
A second fortune, and for ever mourn. 
Until I see my Spencer's safe return. 

[Sautboya. 

A dumb akow. Enter General, Captaina, the Mayor: 
Petitioners the other v:ay, leith papera ; amongst these 
the Draaera. The General giiea them haga of money. 
AUgo off, aating the two Drawera. 

1 Draw. 'Tie well yet we have gotten all the money 
due to my master. It is the commonest thing that can 



^dbyCoogle 



THE t-AIR MAID OP THE WEST. 1 9 

be, for these captainB to score and to score ; but when 
the scores are to be paid, non est inTentae. 

2 Draw. 'Tb ordinary amongst gallaDta, now-a-dajs, 
who would rather swear forty oaths than only this one 
bath — God, let me never be trusted, 

1 Draw. But if the captains would follow the noble 
mind of the General, before night there would not be 
one score owing in Plymouth. 

2 Draw. Little knows Beea that my master hath got 
in these desperate debts. But she hath cast np her 
account, and is gone. 

1 Draw. Whither, canat thou tell ? 

2 Draw. They say, to keep a tavern in Foy, and that 
Mr. Spencer hath given her a stock, to set up for her- 
self. Well, howsoever, I am glad, though he killed the 
man, we have got our money. 

Explidt Actus prilMti. 
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ACTUS SECUNDUS, Scena Phima. 
.Enter FOESET and Roughman. 

Foreet. In joar time have you seen a sweeter crea- 
ture? 

Rouffhm. Some week, or thereabouts, 

Fon. Aod Id that small time she hath almost undone 
all the other taverns. The gallants make no rendezvous 
now but at the WindmilL 

RouffAm. S^ute of them, Fll have her. It shall cost 
me the setting on, but Til have her. 

Fort. Why, do you think she is so eanly won ? 

Roughm. Easily or not. 111 bid as tur and far ae any 
man within twenty miles of my head, but I will put her 
to the squeak. 

Fors. They say there are knights' sons already come 
as suitors to her. 

Rougkm. Tia like enough, some younger brothers, 
and so I intend to make them. 

Fort. If these doings hold, she will grow rich in short 
time. 

Boughm. There shall be doings that shall make this 
Windmill my grand seat, my mansion, my palace, and 
my Constuitinople. 

EnUr Bess Bbidges, like a Mietrea, and Clbh. 

Fon. Here she comes. Observe how modestly she 
bears hersslf. 

Roughm. I must know of what burden this vessel is. 
I shall not bear with her till she bear with me ; and till 
then, I cannot report her for a woman of good carriage. 

Beti. Your old master, that dwelt here before my 
coming, hath turned over your years to me. 
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Clem. Bight, forsooth : before lie was a vintner, he 
was A shoemaker, and left two of three turnovers more 
besides myself. 

Bea. How long hast thou to serve? 

Clem. But eleven years, next grass, and then I am in 
hope of my freedom. For by that time I shall be at 
foil age. 

Besg. How old art tbou now ? 

Gl»m. Forsooth, newly come into my teens. I have 
scraped trenchers this two years, and the next vinti^e 
I hope to be bar-boy. 

Bett. What's thy name ? 

Clem. My name is Clem: my &ther was a baker; 
and, by the report of his neighbours, as honest a man 
as ever lived by bread. 

Beet. And where dwelt he ? 

Clem. Below here, in the next crooked street, at the 
mga of the Leg. He was nothing so tall as I ; but a 
little wee man, and somewhat buck-backed. 

Bets. He was once constable ? 

Clem. He was, indeed ; and in that one year of his 
reign, I have heard them say, he bolted and sifted out 
more business than others in that office in many years 
before him. 

Ben. How long is it since he died? 

Clem. Marry, the last dear year ; for when com 
grew to be at a high rate, my father never doaghed 
after. 

Bess. I think I have heard of him. 

Clem. Then I am sure you have heard he was an 
honest neighbour, and one that never loved to be meal- 
mouthed. 

Bea. Well, sirrah, prove an honest servant, and you 
shall find me your good mistress. What company is in 
the MenoMd ? 
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Clem, There be four seapcaptuns. I believe they be 
little better than spiiats, they be ao fltuh of their 
ruddocks. 

Be»». No matter; we will take no note of them: 
Here they may vent many brave commodities. 
By which some gtun accrues. They're roy good cus- 
tomers. 
And still return me profit 

Clem. Wot you what, mistress, how the two stulore 
wa>uld have served me, that called for the pound and a 
half of cheese ? 

Bern. How was it, Clem? 

Clem. Wlea I brought them areckoning, they would 
have had me to have scored it up. They took me for a 
simple gull, indeed, that would have had me to have 
taken chalk for cheese. 

Bet*. Well, go wmt upon the captains: see them 
want no wine. 

Clem. Nor reckoning, neither, take my word, mistress. 

Jtouffitn. She's now at leisure; 111 to her. — 
Lady, what gentlemen are those above ? 

BeB». Sir, they are such as please to be my guests. 
And they are kindly welcome. 

Boughm. Give me their names. 

B«s». You may go search the church-book where they 
were christened : 
There you perhaps may learn them. 

Boughm. Minion, how ? 

Fori. Fie, fie I you are too rude with this fair creature, 
That no way seeks t'offend you. 

Ben. Fray, hands off. 

Boughm. I tell thee, nudd, wife, or whate'er thou beest, 
No man shall enter here but by my leave. 
Come, let's be more familiar. 

Bei». 'Las, good man I 
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JR. Why, know'st thoa whom thou slight'st? I am 
Houffhman, 
The only approved gallant of these parts : 
A man of whom the roarers stand in awe, 
And must not be put off. 

Besg. I never yet heard man bo pruse himself. 
But proved in th'end a coward. 

Mouffhm. Coward, Bess? 
You will offend me, raise in me that iiiry 
Tour beauty cannot calm. Go to ; no more : 
Your languE^e is too harsh and peremptory ; 
Pray let me hear no more on't. I tell thee 
That quiet day scarce passed me these seven years 
I have not cracked a weapon in some fray, 
And will you move my spleen? 

Fori. What, threat a woman? 

Bern. Sir, if you thus persist to wrong my house. 
Disturb my guests, and nightly domineer, 
To put my friends iirom patience. 111 complain 
And right myself before the magistrate. 
Can we not live in compass of the law. 
But must be swaggered out on't ? 

Moughm. Goto, wench; 
I wish thee well ; think on't, there's good for thee 
Stored in my breast; and when I come in place, 
I must have no man to offend mine eye : 
My love can brook no rivals. For this time 
I am content your captuns shall have peace, 
But most not be us'd to't. 

Bett. Sir, if you come like other free and civil gentle- 
men, 
Yon're welcome ; otherwise, my doors are barr'd you. 

Rougkm. That's my good girL 
I have fortunes I^d up for thee : what I have. 
Command it as thine own. Go to ; be wise. 
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B«i». Well, I ehall etady for't. 

Souffh, Consider on't. FarewelL lExit. 

Sets. My mind en^eeta me that this prating fellow 
Is some notorious coward. If he persist, 
I have a trick to try what metal's in him. 

Enter Clem. 

"What news with you ? 

Clem. I am now going to carry the capttuns a reck- 

Beit. And what's the sum ? 

CleTn. Let me see— eight shillings and six pence. 

Beis. How can you make that good? Write them a 
hilL 

Clem. Ill watch them for that ; 'tis no time of night 
to use our hills. The gentlemen are no dwarfs ; and 
with one word of my month I can tell them what is to 
be-tall. 

Bees. How comes it to so much t 

Clem. Jmprimii, six quarts of wine, at seven pence 
the quart, seven azpences. 

Bern. Why dost thou reckon it so ? 

Clem. Because, as they came in by hab nab, so I will 
bring them in a reckoning at six and at sevens. 

£e»s. Well, wine, 3«. Gd. 

Clem. And what wants that of ten groats? 

£e»s. 'Tis two pence over. 

Clem. Then put ^ pence more to it, and make it four 
shillings wine, though you bate it them in their meat. 

Bete. Why so, I prithee ? 

Clem. Because of the old proverb, What they want 
in meat, let them take out in drink. Then, for twelve 
pennyworth of anchovies, eighteen pence. 

Be»s. How can that be ? 

Clem. Marry, very well, mistress : twelve pence, an- 
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chovies, and sixpence oil and vinegar. Naj, tbey shall 
have a saucy reckoning. 

Bett. And what for the other half-crown ? 

Clem, Bread, beer, salt, napkins, trenchers, one thing 
with another ; so the tumma totalit is eight shillings and 
sixpence. 

Beet. Well, take the reckoning from the bar. 

Clem. What needs that, forsooth? The gentlemen 
seem to be high-flown already. Send them in but 
another pottle of sack, and they will cart up the reckon- 
ing of themaelves. Yes, HI about it. [^Exit, 

Ben. Were I not with so my Bidttn^ pestered, 
And might I enjoy my Spencer, what a sweet. 
Contented life were this ? For money flows. 
And my gain's great. Biit to my Bougkman next. 
I have a trick to try what spirit'e in him. 
It shall be my next business ; in this paaaon 
For my dear Spencer, I propose me this ; 
'Mongst many sorrows, some mirth's not amiss. \_Eint. 

Enter Spencer and Goodlack. 

GoodU What were you thinking, ar ? 

Bpenc. Troth, of the world: whatanyman should see in't 
to be in love with it 

GoocU. The reason of your meditation ? 

Speno. To imagine that in the same inrtant that one 
forfeits all hie estate, another enters upon a rich posses- 
ion. As one goes to the church to be married, another 
is hurried to the gallows to be hanged; the last having 
no feeling of the first man's joy, nor the first of the last 
man's misery. At the same time that one lies tortured 
upon the rack, another lies tumbling with his mistress 
overhead and ears in down and feathers. This when I 
truly condder, I cannot but wonder why any fortune 
should make a man ecstasied. 
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Goodl. You giTe yourself too much to meUncholy. 

Spenc. These are my maxima; and were they as 
futhfully practised by others as truly apprebeaded by 
me, we should have less oppression, and more charity. 

Enter the tvo Captaim that were before. 

1 Capt. Make good thy words. 

2 Capt. I say, thou hast injured me. 

1 Capt. Tell me wherein. 

2 Capt. When we assaulted Fayal, 
And I had, by the General's conunand. 
The onset, and with danger of my person 
Enforc'd the Spaniard to a swift retreat. 

And beat them &om their fort, thou, when thou eaw'st 
All fear and danger past, mad'st up with me. 
To share that honour which was sole mine own, 
And never ventured shot for^, OT e'er came 
Where bullet graz'd. 

Spenc. See, captiun, a fr&j towards. 
Let's, if we can, atone this difference. 

Goodl. Content. 

1 Capt. m prove it with my sword. 

That though thou hod'st the foremost place in field. 

And I the second, yet my company 

Was equal in the entry of the fort 

My sword was that day drawn as soon as thine, 

And that poor honour which I won that day 

Was but my merit. 

2 Capt. Wrong me palpably, 
And justify the same ? 

Spenc. Yon shall not fight. 

1 Capt. Why, sir, who made you first a justicer. 
And taught you that word ghall ? You ace no Gene- 
ral; 
Or, if you be, pray show us your commisrion. 
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Spmte. Sir, you have do commission but my counsel. 
And that Pll show you, freely. 
2 Capt. 'Tis some chaplain. 
1 Capt. I do not like his text. 
Goodl. Let's beat their weapons down. 

1 Capt. Ill eim at him that offers to divide us 1 

2 Capt Foz of these part-frays t eeei I am wounded, 
By beating down my weapon. 

Goodl. How fares my Iriend ? 

Spmc. You sought for blood, and, gentlemen, you 
haye it 
Let mine appease you : I am hurt to death. 

1 Capt. My rage converts to pity, that this gentleman 
Shall suffer for bis goodness. 

Goodl, Noble friend, 
I will revenge thy death. 

Spenc. He is no fiiend 
That murmnrs such a thought. — Oh, gentlemen, 
I bill'd a man in Plymouth, and by you 
Am slain in Fayal. Carroll fell by me, ] 
And I fail by a Spencer. Heaven is just, 
And will not suffer murder nnreveng'd. 
Heaven pardon me, as I forgive you both I 
Shift for yonrselves : away I 

2 Capt. We saw him die. 
But grieve you should so perish. 

Spenc. Note Heaven's justice, 
And henceforth make that use on't. I shall &int. 

1 Capt. Short farewells now must serve. If thou 
surviv'st, 
Xave to thine honour ; but if thou expir'st, 
Heaven take thy soul to mercy. \Eiceunl. 

Spmc. I bleed much ; 
I must go seek a surgeon. 

Goodl. Sir, bow cheer you? 
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Spenc. Like one that's bound upon a new adventure 
To th' other world: yet thae much, worthy fiiend. 
Let me entreat you, eince I understand 
The Fleet is bound for England, take your occasion 
To ship yourself, and when you come to Foy, 
Kindly commend me to my dearest Bett : 
Thou ehalt receive a will, in which I have 
PoBsesBed her of five hundred pounds a year. 

Goodl. A noble legacy. 

Spenc. The rest I have bestow'd amongst my irieods ; 
Only reserving a bare hundred pounds, 
To see me honestly and well iQterr'd. 

GoodL I shall perform your trust as carefully 
As to my father, breath'd he. 

Spme. Mark me, capt^n. 
Her l^acy I give with this proviso : 
If, at thy arrival where my Beu remiuns. 
Thou find'st her well reported, free from scandal, 
My will stands firm ; but if thou hear'st her branded 
For loose behaviour, or immodest life. 
What she should have, I here bestow on thee : 
It is thine own ; but, aa thou lov'st thy soul. 
Deal fMthfully betwixt my Best and me. 

GoodL Else let me die a prodigy. 

Spenc This ring was hers ; that, be she loose or chaste. 
Being her own, restore her: she will know it; 
And doubtless she deserves it. Oh, my memory I 
What had I quite foi^ot? She hath my picture. 

GoodL And what of that ? 

Spetic. If she be rank'd among the loose and lewd, 
Take it away : I hold it much indecent 
A whore should ha 't iu keeping ; but if constant. 
Let her enjoy it. This my will perform. 
As thou art just and honest. 

Goodl. Sense else forsake me. 
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Spanc. Now lead me to taj dbamber. All's made even — 
My peace with earth, and my atone with Heaveii. 

Enter Bess Bridges, like a Pa^e, with a meord; and 
Cleu. 

Bess. But that I know my mother to be chaste, 
Fd swear some soldier got me. 

Clem. It may be many a soldier's bufif jerkin came 
oat of your father's tan-vat. 

Best. Methinks I have a manly spirit in me, 
Jja this man's habit. 

Clem, Now, am not I of many men's miude ; for, if 
you should do me wrong, I should not kill you, though 
I took you pissing against a walL 

Be«». Methinks I could be valiant on the sudden. 
And meet a man i' th' field. 
I could do all that I have heard discoure'd 
Of Maty Ambree, or Westmiiater Limg Meg. 

Clem. What Mary Ainhree was I cannot teU; but 
unless you were taller, you will come short of Long 
Meg. 

Beu. Of all thy fellows, thee I only trust, 
And chaise thee to be secret. 

Clem. I am bound in my indentures to keep my 
master's secrets ; and should I find a man in bed with 
you, I would not telL 

Beat. B^one, wx ; but no words, as you esteem my 
favour. 

Clem. But, mistresB, I could wish you to look to your 
long seams ; fights are dangerous. But am not I in a 
Bweet taking, think you P 

Beta. I priUiee, why ? 

Clem. Why, if you should swa^er and kill anybody, 
I, being a vintner, should be called to the bar. \Exit, 

Beu. Let none condemn me of immodesty, 
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Because I try the courage of a nuui, 

Wbo on my Boul'e a coward ; beats my Berrants, 

Cuffs them, and, as they pass by him, kicks my m^ds ; 

Nay, domineers oTer me, making himself 

Lord o'er my house and household. Yesternight 

I heard him m^ke appointment on some business 

To pass atone tins way. m venture fair. 

Bat I will try what's in him. 

Enter Bouohhan aiid Eobset. 

Fori. Sir, I can now no larther ; weighty business 
Calls me away. 

Bough. Why, at your pleasure, then. 
Yet I could wish that ere I past this field 
That I could meet some Hector, so your eyes 
Might witness what myself have oft repeated, 
Namely, that I am valiant. 

fori. Sir, no doubt ; but now I am in haste. Fare- 
well 

Rough. How many times brave words bear out a 
man! 
For if he can but make a noise, he's fear'd. 
To talk of frays, although he ne'er had heart 
To face a man in field, that's a brave fellow. 
I have been valiant, I must needs confess. 
In street and tavern, where there have been men 
B«ady to part the fray ; but for the fields. 
They are too cold to fight in. 

Bbm. You are a villain, a coward ; and you lie. 

Rough. You wrong me, I protest. Sweet, courteous 
gentleman, I never did you wrong. 

Sesi. Wilt tell me that? 
Draw forth thy coward sword, and suddenly. 
Or, as I am a man. 111 run thee through. 
And leave thee dead i' th' field. 
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Rcnigh. Hold ! as you are a gentleman. I have ta'en 
an oath 
I will not fight to-day. 

Bess. Th'ast took a blow already, and the lie : 
Will not both these enrage thee ? 

SovffA, No ; would you ^ve the hastinado, too, 
I will not break mine oath. 

BeM, Oh I yom- name's Roughman : 
Ko day doth pass you, but you hurt or kdlL 
Is this out of your calendar ? 

Soagh. I ? you are dec^v'd. 
I ne'er drew sword in anger, I protest, 
Unless it were upon some poor, weak fellow. 
That ne'er wore steel about him. 

Bess, Throw your sword. 

Bough. Here, sweet young ax', but, as you are a 
gentleman, 
Do not imp^r mine honour. 

Bets. Tie that shoe. 

Rough. I shall, sir. 

Bets. UntruBs that point. 

Bough. Any thing, this day, to save mine oath. 

Best. Enough! yet not enough. Lie down, 
Till I stride o'er thee. 

Bcn^h. Sweet, sir, any diing. 

Bess. Biee, thou haet leave. Now, Bouf^iman, thou 
art blest : 
This day thy life is sav'd } look to the rest. 
Take back thy sword. 

Bough. Oh I you are generous ; honour me so much 
Ab let me know to whom I owe my life. 

Bess. I am Best Bridges'' brother. 

Bough. Still methought you were something like her. 

Bess. And I have heard 
You domineer and revel-in her house* 
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Control her Bervants, and abuse her gaests. 
Which if I ever shtJl hereafter hear. 
Thou art but a dead man. 

Bough. She never told me of a brother living : 
But you have power to ewaj me. 

Beta. But for I eee 70a are a gentleman, 
I am content this once to let you pass ; 
But if I find you fall into relapse. 
The second's far more dangerous. 

Bough. I sh^ fear it. Sir, will you take the wine ? 

Bet, I am for London, 
And for these two terms cannot make return ; 
But if you see my uster, joa may say 
I was in health. 

Rough. Too well: the devil take you I 

Ben. Pray, use her well, and at my coming back 
m aek for your acquaintance. Now, fiirewelL [Etcit. 

Rough. None saw'ti he's gone for London; I am 
unhurt; 
Then who shall publish this disgrace abroad? 
One man's no slander, cdiould he speak bis worst. 
My tongue's as loud as his; but in this country 
Both of more fame and credit. Should we contest, 
I can out&ce the proudest. This is, then. 
My comfort : Koughman, thou art still the same. 
For a disgrace not seen is held no shame. [Exit. 

Enter two Sailors. 

1 Sa. Aboard, aboard ! the wind stands fair for Eng- 

land; 
The ships have all weighed anchor. 

2 SaiL A stiff gale blows from the shore. 

Enter Captain GoodlaCK. 
(^oodl. The sailors call aboard, and I am forc'd 
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To leave my friend nov at the point of death, 
And cannot close his eyes. Here is the will. 
Now may I find yon tanner's daughter tum'd 
Unchaste or wanton, I shall gain by it 
Five hundred pounds a year. Here is good evidence. 
1 Sailor. Sir, will you take the long boat and aboard ? 

Enier a third Sailor. 

GoodL With all my heart 

3 Sail. What I are you ready, mates ? 

1 Sail. We stayed for you. Thou canst not tell 
who's dead ? 
The great bell rung out now. 

3 Sail. They eay 'twaa for one Spencer, who this 
night 
Died of a mortal wound. 

Goodl. My worthy friend : 
Unhappy man, that cannot stay behind. 
To do him Mb last rites I — Was his name Spmteer f 

8 Sail. Yes, sir ; a gendeman of good account, 
And well known in the navy. . 

Goodl. This is the end of all mortality. 
It will be news nnpleasing to his Beti. 
I cannot fare amies, but long to see 
Whether these lands belong to her or me. 

Enter Spenceb and his Swgeon. 

Surg. Nay, fear not, ar: now you have scap'd this 
dressing, 
My life for yours. 

SpeiK. I thank thee, honest friend. 

Surg. Sir, I can tell you news. 

Spenc. What is't, I prithee ? 

Surff. There is a gentleman, one of your name, 
That died within this hour. 
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Spenc. My name I What was he P Of what aick- 
neea died he ? 

Bur^. No sickness, hut a slight hurt in the hody. 
Which showed at first no danger, hut, being searched. 
He died at the third dressing. 

Bpme. At my third search I am in hope of life. 
The heavens are mercifuL 

Surg. Sir, doubt not your recovery. 

Spene. That hundred pound I had prepar'd t' expend 
Upon mine own expected funeral, 
I for name-sake will now bestow on Ma. 

Surff. A noble resolution. 

^^tenc. What ships are bound for England ? I would 
gladly 
Venture to sea, though weak. 

Swff. All bound that way are under siul already. 

Spenc. Here's no security ; 
For when the beaten Spaniards shall return, 
They'll spoil whom they can find. 

Surg. We have a ship. 
Of whidi I am sui^eon, that belongs unto 
A London merchant, now bound for Mamorah, 
A town in Barhary ; please you to use that. 
Yon shall commend free passive : ten months hence. 
We hope to visit England. 

Spenc. Friend, I thank thee. 

Surg, m bring you to the master, who I know 
Will entertain you gladly. 

Spenc. When I have seen the funeral rites perform'd 
To the dead body of my countryman 
And kinsman, I will take your courteous offer. 
England, no doubt, will hear news of my death. 
How Beit will take it is to me unknown. 
On her behaviour I will build my fate. 
There raise my love, or thence erect my hate. 
Explicit Actui gecimJut. 
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ACTUS TERTIUS, Scena Pbima. 
Enter Roughhan and FoBSET. 

Itotiffh. Oh ! j' are well met Juet aa I prophecied, 
So it fell out 

Forg. Ab Low, I pray ? 

Rough. Had you but etay'd the crossiog of one field. 
You had beheld a. Hector, the boldest Trojan 
That ever Moughman met with. 

Fon, Pray, what was he ? 

Rough. You talk of Little Davy, Cutting Dicky 
And divers euch ; but tush I this hath no fellow. 

Fon. Of what stature and years waa he P 

Bough. Indeed, I must confeBS he was no giant. 
Nor above fifty ; but he did bestir him — 
Was here, and there, and every where, at once. 
That I was ne'er so put to't, since the midwife 
First wrapt my head in Unen. Let's to Beia : 
m tell her the whole project 

Fori, Here's to the house : well enter, if you please. 

Rough. Where be these drawers — rascals, I shoidd 
say — 
That will give no attendance ? 

Enter CleM. 

Clem. Anon, anon, sir : please yon see a room. What I 
you here, again? Now we sh^ have such roaring! 

Rough. You, sirrah, call your mistress. 

CUm. Yes, ar, I know it is my duty to call her mistress. 

Rough. See and the slave will stir ! 

Clem. Yes, I do stir. 

Bough. Shall we have humours, sauce-box? You 
have ears: 
111 teach you prick-song. 
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Cl«m. But 70U have now a wrong bow by the ear. 
I will call her. 

Rough. Do, BIT ; you had best. 

Clem. If yon were twenty Rougkman$^ if you lug me 
by the ears again, 111 draw. 

Bouffh. Ha ! what will you draw ? 

Clem. The best wine in the house for your worship; 
and I would call her, but I can aaaure you that she is 
either not stirring, or else not in case. 

Bough. How not in case? 

Clem. I think she hath not her amock on ; for I think 
I saw it lie at her bed's head. 

Bough. Wbatl drawers grow capricious? 

Clem. Help I help ! 

Ekter Bb88 Bridges. 

Be»t. What uproar's this ? Sbidl we be never rid 
From these i^sturbaaces ? 

Sough. Why, how now, £ese f 
Is this your housewifery ? When you are mine, 
m have you rise as early as the lark, 
liook to the bar yourself; these lazy rascals 
Will bring your state behindhand. 

Clem. You lie, mt. 

Rtntgh. Howl lie! 

Clem. Yes, sir, at the Raven in the High Street. I 
was at your lodging this morning for a pottle pot 

Bough. You will about your business: must you 
here 
'Stand gaping and idle ? [StrikeB him. 

Best. You wrong me, sir. 
And tyrannize too much over my servants. 
1 will have no man touch them but myself. 

Clem. If I do not put ratsbane into his wine, instead 
of sugar, say I am no true baker. [£jrit. 
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SottffA. What! rise at noon? 
A man may fight a tall fray in a morning. 
And one of your beet frienda, too, be hacked and 



And almost cut to pieces, and you fast) 
Close in your bed, ne'er dream on't. 

Sets. Fought you this day ? 

Rough. And ne'er was better put to't in my days. 

Beat. I pray, how wae't ? 

Bough. Thus. As I past yon fields — 

Enter the Kitchenmaid. 

Maid. I pray, forsooth, what shall I reckon for the 
jowl of ling in the Portcullis ? 

Booffh. A pox upon your jowls, you kitchen-stuff! 
Go, scour your skiUets, pots, and dripping-pans. 
And interrupt not us. [Kichi at her. 

Maid. The devil take your ox-heels, you foul codV 
head I must yon be kicking ? 

Bough. Minion) dare you BcoldP 

Maid. Yes, sir ; and lay my ladle over your coxcomb. 
{Ewit. 

Bets. I do not think that thou dar'st strike a man. 
That Bwagger'st thus o'er women. 

Bough. How now. Best f 

Best. Shall we be never quiet? 

Fors. You are too rude. 

Boagh. Now I profess all patieqce. 

Bets. Then proceed. 

Bough. Rising np, early, minion, whilst you slept. 
To cross yon field, I had but newly parted 
With this my friend, but that I soon espied 
A gallant fellow, and most strongly arm'd. 
In the mid-field we met, and, both being resolute 
We justled for the walL 
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Best. Wliy, did there stand a wall in the mid-field 7 
Rouffh. I meant, strove for the way. 
Two such brave spirits meeting, straight both drew. 

Enter Clem. 

Ckm. The mud, forsooth, sent me to know whether 
you would have the shoulder of mutton roaated or aod. 

Bough. A mischief on your shoulders I [Strike$ Mm. 

Clem. That's the way to make me never prove good 
porter. 

Bets. You still heap wrongs on wrongs. 

Rough. I was in fury. 
To think upon the violence of that fight. 
And could not stay my rage. 

Fort. Once more proceed. 

Mough. Oh ! had you seen two tilting meteors jnstle 
In the mid region, with like fear and iury 
We two encountered- Not Briareus 
Could with his hundred hands have struck more thick. 
Blows came about my head ; I took them stiU : 
Thrusts by my sides, 'twixt body and my arms; 
Yet still I put them by. 

Bete. When they were past, he put them by. — Go on. 
But in this fury, what became of him ? 

Rough. I think I paid him home : he's soundly maul'd. 
I bosom'd him at every second thrust. 

Bett. Scap'd he with life ? 

Rough. Ay, that's my fear. If he recover thisj 
m never trust my eword more. 

Bets. Why fly you not, if he be in such danger ? 

Mffugh. Because a witch once told me 
I ne'er should die for murder. 

Bess. I believe thee. 
But tell me, pray, was not this g^ant fellow 
A pretty, fwr, young youth, about my years ? 
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Bough. Even there about. 

Clem. He was not fifty, then? 

Bee$. Much of my stature ? 

Rough. Much about your pitch. 

Clem. He waa no giant, then. 

Be»s. And wore a euit like this 7 

Bough. I half suspect. 

Best. That gallant fellow. 
So wounded raid so mangled, wa« myself! 
You base, white-livered slave I it was this shoe 
That thou Btoop'd to untie ; untruas'd those points ; 
And, like a beastly coward, lay along, 
Tin I strid over thee. Speak : wa^'t not bo? 

Bough. It cannot be denied. 

Bess. Hare-hearted fellow ! milksop I Doat not blush? 
Give me that rapier : I will make thee swear 
Thou shalt redeem this scorn thou hast incurr'd. 
Or in this woman shape I'll cudgel thee. 
And beat thee through the streets. Aa I am Best, I'll 
do't. 

Bough. Hold ; hold ! I swear. 

Bess. Dare not to enter at my door till then. 

Bough. Shame confounds me quite. 

Bess. That shame redeem, perhaps we'll do thee grace. 
I love the valiant, but despise the base. 

Clem. Will you be kicked, sir ? 

Rough. She hath waken'd me, 
And kindled that dead fire of courage in me 
Which all this while hath slept. To spare my flesh 
And wound my fame, what is't ? I will not rest, 
Tili_by some valiant deed I have made good 
All my disgraces past Pll cross the street. 
And strike the next brave fellow that I meet. 

Fora. I am bound to see the end on't. 

Bough. Are you, air? [Beats o/f Forset. 
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Enter Mayor ofFoy, an Alderman, and SereaiU. 

Mayor. Believe me, or, she bears herself eo well. 
No man can justly blame her ; and I wonder, 
Bemg a single woman as she is, 
And living in a house of eucb resort, 
She is no more distasted. 

Aid. The best gentlemen 
The country yields become her ddly guests. 
Sure, sir, I think she's rich. 

Mayor. Thus mudi I know : would I could buy her 
state, 
Were't for a brace of thousands 1 [^A thot. 

Aid. 'Twas said a ship ie now put into harbour: 
Know whence she is. 

Sen. Ill bring news from the quay. \_Eait. 

Mayor. To tell you true, eir, I could wish a match 
Betwixt her and mine own and only eon ; 
And stretch my purse, too, upon that condition. 

Aid. Please you, 111 motion it 

Be-enter the Servant. 

Serv. One of the ships is new come from the Islands ; 
The greatest man of note's one Captdn Goodlack. 
It is but a email vessel. 

Enter Goodlack and SailoTB. 

Qoodl. m meet you str^ht at the WindmilL 
Not one word of my name. 

1 Sail. We understand you. 

Mayor. Sir, 'tis told us you came late from the Islands. 

Goodl. I did sa 

Mayor. Pray, sir, the news from thence? 

Goodl. The beet ie, that the General is in health. 
And Fayal won from the Spaniards ; but the dcet. 
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By reason of bo many dangerous tempests. 
Extremely weather-beaten. You, air, I take it. 
Are Mayor o' th' town. 

Mayor. I am the King's lieutenaDt. 

GwM. I have some letters of import from one, 
A gentleman of very good account 
That died late in the Islands, to a mtud 
That keeps a tavern here. 

Mayor. Her name Bett Bridget f 

Goo^. The same. I was desir'd to make inquiry 
What fame she bears, and what report she's of. 
Now, you, sir, being here chief ma^strate, 
Can best resolve me. 

Mayor. To our anderstanding 
She's without et^n or blemish, well reputed ; 
And, l^ her modesty and itur demeanonr. 
Hath won the love of alL 

Goo^. The worse for me. 

Aid. I can assure you, many narrow eyes 
Have look'd on her and her condition ; 
But those that with most envy have endeavour'd 
T'entrap her, have retum'd, won by her virtues. 

Goodl. So all that I inquire of make report. 
I am glad to hear't Sir, I have now some boainess. 
And I of force must leave you. 

Mayor. I entreat you to sup with me to-night. 

Goixil. Sir, I may trouble you. — 

' l£iX^tttt Mayor and Alderman. 
Five hundred pounds a year out of my way. 
Is there no flaw that I can tax her with. 
To forfeit this revenue ? Is she such a sunt, 
None can missay her ? Why, then, I myself 
Will undertake it. If in her demeanour 
I can but £nd one blemish, stain, or spot. 
It is five hundred pound a year well got 

[Exeunt Goodlac^ and Sailort. 
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Enter Cleh and the Sailors on tie one side : at the other, 
JEtoUQHHAN, toho dratot upon them, and beats them off. 

Re-enter Cleh, and the Sailors, with Bess. 

Bess, But did he fight it biavely ? 

Clem. I assure 7011, mistresB, most dissolutely : he 
hath run this siulor three times through tlie body, and 
yet never touched his skin. 

Bess. How con that be ? 

Clem. Through the body of hie doublet, I meant. 

Bess. How shame, base imputation, and disgrace. 
Can make a coward valiant I Sirrah, you 
Look to the bar. 

Clem. Ill hold up my hand there presently. 

Bess, I understand you came now irom the Islands? 

1 Sail. We did so. 

Bess. If you can tell me tidings of one gentleman, 
I shall requite you largely. 

1 Sail. Of what name ? 
Best. One Spencer. 

2 Sail. We both saw and knew the man. 

Bess. Only for that, call for what wine you please. 
Pray tell me where you left him. 

2 Sail. In Fayal. 

Bess. Was he in health ? How did he fare ? 

2 Sail, Why, well. 

Bess, For that good news, spend, revel, and carouse ; 
Yoiu: reck'ning's ptud beforehand. — I am ecstasied, 
And my delight's unbounded- 

ISail, Did you love Mm? 

Bess. Next to my hopes in heaven. 

1 Sail. Then change your mirth. 

Bess. Why, as I take it, you told me he was well ; 
And shall I not rejoice ? 
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1 SaiL He's well, in heaven ; for, mistreee, he is dead. 
Beu. Ah I dead I Was't ao you said ? Th' hast given 

me, friend. 
But one wound yet : speak but that word agun. 
And loll me outright 

2 SaiL He lives not 

BeM. And shall I ? — Wilt thou not break, heart ? 
Are these my ribs wrought out of brasB or steel, 
Thou canst not craze their bars ? 

1 SaiL Mistress, use patience, which conquers all 
despair. 

Best. You advise welL 
I did but jest with sorrow : you may see 
I am now in gentle temper. 

2 Sail. True ; we see't. 

Be»s. Pray take the best room in the bouse, and there 
Call for what wine best tastes you : at my leisure, 
111 visit you myself. 

1 SaiL 111 use your kindness. [Eiveunt Satlort, 

BeM. That it should be my fete I Poor, poor sweet- 
heart 1 
I do but think bow thou becom'st thy grave. 
In which would I lay by thee. What's my wealth. 
To enjoy't without my Spencer? I will now 
Study to die, that I may live with him. 

Enter GoODLACK. 

Goodl. The farther I inquire, the more I hear 
To my discomfort. If my discontinuance 
And change at aea di^nise me from her knowledge, 
I shall have scope enough to prove her fully. 
This sadness argues she hath heard some news 
Of my friend's death. 

Besg. It cannot, sure, he true 
That he is dead. Death could not be so envious. 
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To anatch him in his prime. I study to forget 
That e'er was such a man. 

Ooodl. If not impeach her. 
My purpose is to seek to marry her, 
If she deny me, PU conceit the will, 
Or, at the least, make her compound for half. — 
Save you, fur gentlewoman. 

Beta. You are welcome, sir. 

GoodL I hear say, there's a whore here, that draws wine. 
I am sharp set, and aewly come from sea. 
And I would see the trash. 

Bei$. Sure, you mistake, sir. 
If you desire attendance, and some wine, 
I can conunand you hoth. — Where be these boys ? 

Goodl. Are you the mistress? 

Bat. I c<Hnmand the house. 

GoocU. Of what birth are you, pray ? 

Bea. A tanner's daughter. 

Goo^. Where bom? 

Be$». In Somersetshire. 

Goodl. A tiade-faU'n tanner's daughter go so brave ? 
Oh ! you have tricks to compass these gay clothes. 

Ben. None, sir, but what are honest 

Goodl. What's your name ? 

Ben. Bern Bridge* moat men call me. 

Goodl. Y'are a whore. 

Ben. I will fetch you wine, to wash your mouth ; 
It is so foul, I fear't may fester, else : 
There may he danger in't. 

Goodl. Not all this move her patience ? 

Be»». Grood, or, at this time I am scarce myself, 
By reason of a great and weighty ioss 
That troubles me. — But I should know that ring. 

GoodL Howl this, yoa baggage ? It was never made 
To grace a strumpet's finger. 
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Bett. Pardon, ax ; I both muBt and will leave you. 

Goodl, Did not this well? This will stick in my 
stomach. 
I could repent my wrongs done to this maid; 
But 111 not leave her thus : if she still lore him, 
m break her heart-etrings with some felse report 
Of his unkindness. 

Enter Cl£H. 

Clem. You are welcome, gentleman. What wine will 
you drink? Claret, Meth^lia, or Muscadine? Cider, or 
Perry, to make you merry? Ar^oosa, or Peter-see- 
me? Canary, or Chamico? But, by your nose, sir, 
you should love a cup of Malmsey : you shall have a 
cup of the best in Cornwall. 

GoodL Here's a brave drawer, will quarrel with his 
wine. 

Clem. But if yott prefer the Frenchman before the 
Spaniard, yon stall have either here of the deep red 
grape, or the pallid white. You are a pretty tall gentle- 
man ; you should love High Country wine : none but 
clerks and sextons love Graves wine. Or, are you a 
married man, Pll furnish you with bastard, wMte or 
brown, according to the complexion of your bedfellow. 

Goodl, You rogue, how many years of your prentice- 
ship have you spent in studying this set speech ? 

Clem. The first line of my part was. Anon, anon, sir ; 
and the first question I answered to, was loggerhead, or 
blockhead — I know not whether. 

Goodl. Speak ; where's your mistresa ? 

Clem. Gone up to her chamber. 

Goodl. Set a pottle of sack in the fire, and carry it 
into the next room. \_Exit. 

dent. Score a pottle of sack in the Crown, and see 
at the bar for some rotten eggs, to bum it : we must 
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have one tri»A or other, to veiit away our bad c<Mnmo- 
dities. lEseit. 

Enter Bess, [m her CAambfr\ with Spenceb's Picture. 

Ben. To die, and not Tondisafe some few commends 
Before hie death, wae moat unkindlj' done. 
This picture is more courteous : 't will not shrink 
For twenty thousand kisBee ; no, nor blush : 
Hien thou shalt he my husband ; and I tow 
Never to marry other. 

Enter Goodlack. 

Goodl. Where's this harlot? 

Bew. You are immodeBt, sir, to press thus rudely 
Into my private chamber. 

Goodl. Pox of modesty. 
When punks must have it mindng in their mouths ! 
And have I found thee ? then, shalt hence with me. 

Beti. Rob me not of the chiefest wealth I have. 
Search all my trunks; take the best jewels there; 
Deprive me not that treasure : 111 redeem it 
With plate, and all the litUe coin I have, 
So I make keep that stilL 

Goodl. Think'st thou that bribes 
Can make my leave my friend's will unperform'd? 

Ben. What was that fiiend ? 

Goodl. One Spencer, dead i'th' Islands, 
Whose very last words, utter'd at his death. 
Were these : If ever thou shalt come to Foy, 
Take thence my picture, and deface it quite; 
For let it not be said, my portraiture 
Shall grace a strumpet's chamber. 

Ben. Twas not so : 
You lie I you are a viUwn 1 'twas not so. 
'Tis more than sin thus to bely the dead. 
He knew, if ever I could have transgress'd. 
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'T had been with him : he durst have sworn me chaste. 
And died in that belief. 

Goodl. Are you bo brief? 
Nay, 111 not trouble you. Good bye you I 

Besg. Yet leave me still that picture, and 111 swear 
You are a gentleman, and cannot lie. 

Goodl. I am inexorable. 

Bess. Are yon a Christian? Have you any name 
That ever good man gave you ? 
'Twaa no swnt you were call'd after. What's thy name ? 

Goodl. My name is Captain Thomas Good 

Bess. I can see no good in thee : rase that syllable 
Out of thy name. 

Goodl. Goodlack's my name. 

Bess. I cry you mercy, air : I now remember you. 
You were my Spencer's friend ; and I am sorry. 
Because he lov'd you, I have been eo Harsh : 
For whose sake I entreat, ere yon take't hence, 
I may but take my leave on't. 

Goodl. You'll return it ? 

Bess. As I am chaste, I will. 

Goodt. For once 111 trust you. 

Bess. Oh thou I the perfect semblance of my love. 
And all that's left of him, take one sweet kiss. 
As my last farewell. Thou resembleet him. 
For whose sweet safety I was every morning 
Down on my kuees, and with the lark's sweet tunea 
I did begin my prayers ; and when sad sleep 
Had charm'd all eyes, when none save the bright stars 
Were up and waking, I remembered thee; 
But all, all to no purpose. 

Goodl. Sure, most sure, this cannot be dissembled. 

Bess. To thee I have been constant in thine absence ; 
And when I look'd upon this painted piece, 
Bemembered thy last rules and principles. 
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For tliee I have given alms, visited prisons. 
To gentlemen and passengers lent coin, 
That, if they ever had ahility. 
They might repay't to S^>encer : yet for this. 
All this, and more, I cannot have bo much 
As this poor table. 

Goodl. I should question truth, if I should wrong this 
creature. 

Ben. I am resolv'd. — 
See, sir, this picture I restore you back ; 
Which, unce it was his will you ^ould take hence, 
I will not wrong the dead. 

Gfoodl. God be wi' you I 

BeM. One word more. 
fencer, you say, was so unkind in deatlL 

Goodl. I tell you true, 

Ben. I do entreat you, even for goodness' sake. 
Since you were one that he entirely lov'd. 
If you some few days hence hear me expir'd. 
Yon will, 'monget other good men, and poor people 
That haply may miss Best, grace toe so much 
As follow me to the grave. This if you promise, 
You shall not be the last of all my friends 
fiemembered in my will Now, fare you welL 

Goodl. Had 1 had heart of dint or adamant. 
It would relent at this. — My mistress Bett, 
I have better tidings for you. 

Beu. You will restore my picture ? Will you ? 

Goodl. Yes, and more than that : 
This ring trpm my friend's finger, sent to you 
With infinite commends. 

Ben. You change my blood. 

Goo£. These writings are the evidence of lands : 
Five hundred pound a year's bequeath'd to you. 
Of which I here possess you : all is yours. 
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Best. This eurplusage of love hath made my lose. 
That was but great before, now infinite. — 
It may be compassed ; there's in this my purpose 
No impossibility. 

GwhW. What study yoa ? 

Be«». Four thousand pound, besides this legacy, 
In jewels, gold, and mlver, I can make, 
And every man <^8chai^'d. I am resolv'd 
To be 8 pattern to all maids hereafter 
Of constancy in love. 

Goodi. Sweet Mistress Ben, will you command my 
service? 
If to succeed your Spencer in his love, 
I would expose me wholly to your wishes. 

Ben. Alas I my love sleeps with him in his grave. 
And cannot thence be wakened : yet for bis sake 
I will impart a secret to your trust, 
Which, saving you, no mortal should partake. 

Goodi. Both for his love and yours, command my 

service. 
Beat. There's a prize 
Brought into Falmouth Koad, a good tight vesseL 
The bottom will but cost eight hundred pound ; 
You shall have money : buy it. 
Goodl To what end ? 

Bett. That you shall know hereafter. Furnish her 
With all provision needful : spare no cost ; 
And join with you a g^ng of lusty lads, 
Such as will bravely man her. AH the chai^ 
I will cconmit to you ; and when she's fitted* 
Captain, she is thine own. 
Goodi. I sound it not. 

Bett. Spare me the rest — This voyage I intend. 
Though some may blame, all lovers will commend. 

{^Exeunt. 
Explicit Actut tertiut. e 
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ACTUS QUARTUS. Scena Pkima. 

After an Alarum, enter a Spanish Captain, teitk Sailon, 
bringing t» a Merchant : Sfencer, and the Surgeon, 
pritoners. 

Spaniard. For Fayal's loss and spoil, by th' Englbh 
done. 
We are in part reveng'd. There's not a vessel 
That bears upon her top St. George's Cross, 
But for that act shall suSfer. 

Merchant. Insult not, Spaniard, 
Nor be too proud, that thou by odds of ships. 
Provision, men, and powder, mad'st us yield. 
Had you come one to one, or made assault 
With reasonable advant^e, we by this 
Had made the carcase of your ship your graves. 
Low sunk to the sea's bottom. 

Span. Eoglisfaman, thy ship shall yield us pillage. 
These prisoners we will keep in strongest hold. 
To pay no other ransom than their lives. 

Spenc. Degenerate Spaniard, there's no nobiess in 
thee, 
To threaten men unarm'd and miserable. 
Thou might'st as well tread o'er a field of aUtighter, 
And kill them o'er that axe already el^n. 
And brag thy manhood. 

Span. Sirrah, what are you ? 

Spenc. Thy equal, as I am a prisoner ; 
But once to stay a better man than thou; 
A gentleman in my country. 

Span. Wert thou not so, we have strappados, bolts. 
And engines, to the mmnmast fastened. 
Can make you gentle. 

Spenc. Spaniard, do thy worst : 
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Thou canet not act more tortures than my courage 
Is able to endure. 

Span. These Englishmen, 
Nothing can daunt them. Even in misery. 
They'll not regard their maatere. 

Speno. Masters I Insulting, brag^ng Thrami ! 

Span. His sauciness well punish 'bove the rest 
About their censures we will next devise. ' [^FlouritA. 
And now towards Spain, with our brave English prize. 
l_Exeunt. 

Enter Bess, Mayor, Alderman, Clem. 
A table set out, and stoolt. 

Bern. A table and eome stools I 

Clem. I shall give you occasion to ease your tails, 
presently. 

Bew. Will't please you eit? 

Mayor. With all our hearts, and thank you. 

Besg. Fetch me that parchment in my closet window. 

Clem. The three sheepskins with the wrong ade out- 
ward? 

Bei». That with the seal. 

Clem. I hope it is my indentiu^, and now she means 
to ^ve me my time. [Eant. 

Alder. And now you are alone, (air MiBtreaa Elz<ibetk, 
I think it good to taste you with a motion 
That no way can displease you. 

Beag. Pray, speak on. 

Alder. 'T hath pleas'd here Master Mayor so far to look 
Into your fair demeanour, that he thinks yow 
A fit match for his son. 

Be-enter Clem, viith the parchment. 

Clem. Here's the parchment ; but if it be the lease of 
your house, I can assure you 'tis out. 

e2 
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Beat, The years are not expired. 

Clem. No ; but it is out of ^our doeet. 

Beet. About your bu^ess. 

Clem. Here's even Susannah betwixt the two wicked 
elders. {Exit, 

Alder. What think yoa. Mistress Ehabeth f 

Beit. Sir, I thank you ; 
And how much I esteem this goodness from you. 
The trust I shall commit unto your charge 
Will truly witness. Marry, gentle sir ! 
'Las, I have sadder budaess now on hand, 
Than sprightly maniage ; witness these my tears. 
Pray read these. 

Mayor, [_Beads] The last will and testament of Eka- 
heth Bridget ; to be committed to the trust of the Mayor 
and Aldermen of Foy, and their successors for ever. 
To set up young beginners in their trade, a thousand 

pound. 
To relieve such as have had loss by sea, five hundred 

pound. 
To every maid that's married out of Foy, whose name's 

Elzabeth, ten pound. 
To relieve mmmed soldiers, by the year, ten pound. 
To Capt^ Goodlack, if he shall perform the business 

he's employed in, five hundred pound. 
The legacies for Spencer thus to stand : 
To number all the poorest of his kin, 
And to bestow on them. Item, to 

Beg». Enough ! You see, sir, I am now too poor 
To bring a dowry with me fit for your son. 

Mayor. You want a precedent, you so abound 
In charity and goodness. 

BesB. All my servants 
I leave at your discretions to dispose : 
Not one but I have left some legacy. 
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Wlmt shall become of me, or what I purpoee^ 
Spare farther to inquire. 

Mayor. Well take our leaves. 
And prove to yon faithful executors 
In this bequest. 

Alder. Let never such despur, 
As, dying rich, shall make the poor their heir. \_Ea:eKnt. 

Best. Why, what is all the wealth the world contains, 
Without my Spencer f 

Enter Kodqeman oTtd Fokset. 

Rouffh. Where's my sweet Bees? 
Shall I become a welcome suitor, now 
That I have chang'd my copy ? 

Bett. I joy to hear it. 
rU find employment for you. 

Enter Goodlack, Sailor*, and Clem. 

Goodl. A gallant ship, and wondrous proudly trimm'd: 
Well caulked, well tackled ; every way prepar'd. 

Best. Here, then, our mourning for a season end. 

Rough. Beet, shall I strike that captain? Say the word, 
FU have him by the ears. 

Be$t. Not for the world. 

Goodl. What saith that fellow? 

Beat. He de^es your love, good Capbun: let him 
ha' it. 

Goodi. Then change a hand. 

Beta, Kesolve me all. I am bound upon a voyage : 
Will you, in this adventure, take such part 
As I myself shall do ? 

Bough. With my fiur Beat, to the world's end. 

Beat. Then, Captiun and Lieutenant both join hands ; 
Such are your places now. 

Goodl. We two are friends. 
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Bet». I next must swe&r you two, with all your gbg. 
True to some articles you must obaerve. 
Reserving to myself a prime command. 
Whilst I enjoin nothing unreasonable. 

Ooodl. All tUe is granted. 

Be»g. Then, first you said your ship was trim and gay : 
111 have her pitched all o*er : no 8pot of white, 
\o colour to he seen ; no siul but black ; 
No flag but sable 

Goodl. 'Twill be ominous, and bode disaster fortune. 

Best. Ill ba't so. 

Goodl. Why, then, she shall be pitch'd black as the 
devil, 

Ben. She shall be called The Negro. When you know 
My conceit, CaptEun, you will thank [mej for't. 

Boitgh. But whither are we bound ? 

Bett. Pardon me that ; 
When we are out at sea. Til tell you all. 
For mine own wearing I have rich apparel, 
For man or woman, as occasion serves. 

Clan. But, mistress, if you be going to sea, what will 
become of me a-land ? 

Beet, m give thee thy full time. 

Clem. And shall I take time, when time ie, and let 
my mistress slip away? No; it shall be seen that my 
teeth are as strong to grind biscuit as the beat sailor of 
them all, and my stomach as able to digest powdered beef 
and poor-john. Shall I stay here to score a pudding in 
the Half-moon, and see my mistress at the mainyard, 
with her s^ls up, and spread ? No ; it shall be seen 
that I, who have been brought up to draw wine, will 
see what water the ship draws, or 111 bewray the voyage. 

Bett. If thou lumt so much courage, the Captain shall 
accept thee. 

Clem. If I have eo much courage ? When did you 
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see a black beard with a white liver, or a little fellow 
without a tall stomach? I doubt not but to prove aa 
honour to all the drawers in ComwalL 

GoodL What now remtuna ? 

Fors. To make myself associate 
Id this bold enterprise. 

Ooodl. Most gladly, sir. 
And now our number's full, what's to be done? 

Bets. First, at my charge, ITl feaat the town of Foy ; 
Then Bet the cellars ope, that these my mates 
May quaff unto the health of our boon voyage, 
Our needful things being once convey'd aboard ; 
Then, casting up our caps, in sign of joy, 
Our purpose is to bid farewell to Foy. \Hautboyt long. 

Enter Mcllisheo, Sathaw Alcade, and Joffee, vitk 
other A ttendantt. ■ 

MuUith. Out of these bloody and intestine broils 
We have at length attain'd a fort'nate peace, 
And now at last established in the throne 
Of our great ancestors, and reign King 
Of Fez and great Morocco. 

Alcade. Mighty Mullisheg, 
Pride of our age, and glory of the Moors, 
By whose victorious hand all Barbary 
Is conquer'd, aw'd, and sway'd, behold thy vassals 
With loud applauses greet thy victory. 

[S/iovl— Nourish. 

MuU. Upon the elaughter'd bodies of our foes 
We mount our high tribunal; and being sole. 
Without competitor, we now have leisure 
To 'stablish laws, first for our kingdom's safety. 
The enriching of our public treasury. 
And last our state and pleasure : then give order 
That all such Christian merchants as have trufhc 



^dbyGooglc 



56 THE FAIB MAID OF THE WEST. 

And freedom ia our country, that conceal 
The least part of our custom due to ub. 
Shall forfeit ship and goods. 

Joff. There are apptnnted 
Unto that purpose careful ofiScers. 

Mv&. Those forfeitures must help to furnish up 
Th' exhausted treasure that our wan consumed. 
Part of such profits as accrue that way 
We have already tasted. 

AU. 'Us must fit 
Those Christians that reap profit by our land 
Should contribute unto so great a loss. 

MvU. J /omj^, they shall. — ^But what's the style of king. 
Without his pleasure? Find us concubines, 
The iurest Christian damsels yon can hire. 
Or bny for gold : the loveliest of the Moors 
We can command, and negroes every where. 
Italians, French, and Dutch, chmce Turkish girls. 
Must fill our Alkedavy, the great palace 
Where MuUuhsff now deigns to keep his court. 

Jof. Who else are worthy to be Ubertines 
But such as bear the sword ? 

Mull. Joffer, thou pleasest us. 
If kings on earth be termed demigods, 
Why should we not make here terrestrial heaven ? 
We can, we will: our God shall be our pleasure ; 
For 80 our Meccan Prophet warrants us. 
And now the music of the drums surcease : 
Well learn to dance to the soft tunes of peace. 

Enter Bess, like a Sea-captain, GtOODLACK, Roughman, 
FoBSET, and Cleh. 

Bete. Good morrow, CaptuiL Oh, this last sea-fight 
Was gallantly performed ! It did me good 
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To Bee the Spanish carvel tiuI her top 
Unto my lo^den flag. Where ride we now ? 

Goodl. Among the Islands. 

Beta. What coast is this we now descry from far? 

Goodl. Yon fort's called FajaL 

Beat. le that the place where Spencer't body lies? 

Goodl. Yee ; in yon church he's buried. 

Bets. Then know, to this place was my voyage bound, 
To fetch the body of my Spencer thence ; 
In his own country to erect a tomb 
And lasting monument, where, when I die, 
In the same bed of earth my bones may lie. 
Then, all that lore me, arm and make for shore : 
Yours be the spoil, he mine ; I crave no more. 

Bough. May that man die derided and accure'd 
That will not follow where a woman leads. 

Goodl. Moughman, you are too rash, and coiinsel iU. 
Have not the Spaniards fortified the town ? 
In all our ging we are but sixty-five. 

Bough. Come, 111 make ona 

GoocU. Attend me, good Lieutenant ; 
And, Bweet Bets, listen what I have devis'd. 
With ten tall fellows I have mann'd our boat. 
To see what straggling Spaniards they can take. 
And see where Fortet is retum'd with prisoners. 

Enter Fobset, Kith two Spaniards. 

Fort. These Spaniards we by break of day surpris'd. 
As they were ready to take boat for fishing, 

GoodL Spaniards, upon your lives, resolve us truly, 
How strong's the town and fort ? 

Span. Since English Baleigh won and spoil'd it first. 
The town's re-edified, and fort new built, 
And four field pieces in the block-house he. 
To keep the harbour's mouth. 
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Goodl. And what's one ship to these ? 

Bess. Was there not, in the time of their abode, 
A gentleman cali'd fencer hnried there. 
Within the church, whom some report was sliun, 
Or perish'd by a wound? 

^an. Indeed, there was. 
And o'er him nused a goodly monument ; 
But when the English navy were aajl'd thence. 
And that the Spaniards did possess the town, 
Because they held him for a heretic, 
They straight remov'd his body from the church. 

Beg». And would the tyrants be so nnchaiitable 
1 o wrong the dead \ Where did they then bestow him ? 

Span. They buried him i' th' fields. 

Betg. Oh, still more cruel ! 

Span. The man that ought the field, doubtful his com 
Would never prosper whilst a heretic's body 
Lay there, he made petition to the Church 
To ha' it digg'd up and burnt ; and so it was. 

Bess. What's he, that loves me, would persuade me 
live? 
Not rather leap o'er hatches into the sea? 
Yet, ere I die, I hope to he reveng'd 
Upon some Spaniards, for my Spencer » wrong. 

R<ntgk. Let's first begin with these. 

Bett. 'Las, these poor slaves! Besides their pardou'd 
lives. 
One give them money. — And, Spaniards, where you 

come, 
Pray for Best Bridges, and speak well o'th' English. 

Span. We shall. 

Bess. Our mourning we will turn into revenge. 
And Mnce the Church hath censur'd so my Speaker, 
Bestow upon tlie Church some few east pieces. — 
Command the gunner do't. 
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Goodl. And, if he can, to batter it to the earth, 

{_A piece. 
Enter Cl.^ta, faUing for haste, 

Clem. A swA I a s^l ! 

Bets. From whence? 

Clem. A pox upon yon gunner! Could he not give 
warning, before he had shot? 

Rough. Why, I prithee ? 

Clem. Why ? I was sent to the top-mast, to watcli, 
and there I fell fast asleep. Bounce, quoth the gun ; 
down tumbles Clem ; . and, if by chance my foot had not 
hung in the tackles, you must have sent to England for 
a bone-setter, for my neck had been in a pitiful taking. 

Rough. Thou told'st us of a saiL 

Enter Sailor, above. 

Sailor. Arm, gentlemen I a gallant ship of war 
Makes with her full sails this way ; who, it seems. 
Hath took a bark of England. 

Bess, Which we'll rescue. 
Or perieh in th' adventure. You have awom 
That, howsoe'er we conquer or miscarry. 
Not to reveal my sex. 

AIL We have. 

Bess. Then, for your country's honour, my revenge. 
For your own fame, and hope of golden spoil. 
Stand bravely to't. — The manage of the fight 
We leave to you. 

Goodl, Then, now up with your fights, and let your 
ensigns, 
Bleat with St. George's Cross, play with the winds. — 
Fair Bess, keep you your cabin. 

Bets. Captain, you wrong me : I will face the fight ; 
And where the bullets sing loudVt 'bout mine ears. 
There shall you find me cheering up my men. 
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Sough, This wench would of a cowaid make a Her- 

culet. 
Bess. Trumpets, & charge! and witli jo-ai whistles 
shrill, 
Sound, boatswains, an alanun to your mates. 
AY^th mu»c cheer up their astonished souls. 
The whilst the thund'ring ordnance bear the bass. 
Goodl. To fight against the Spaniards we desire- 
Alarum, trumpets I \Alaram, 
Bough. Gumiers, straight give fire I [Shot. 

\_Exeunt GoOdlack, Bess, S[c. 

Re-enter Goodlack, hurt, Bess, BonoHHAif, Fobset, 
Clem. 

Goodl. I am shot, and can no longer man the deck : 
Yet let not my wound daunt your courage, mates. 

Bess. For every drop of blood that thou hast shed, 
m have a Spaniard's life. — Advance your taints, 
And now cry all. Board I board I Amain for England I 
[Alarum. 
\_Exeunt Goodlack, Bess, 3[c. 

Be-enter, mth victor^/y Bess, Bodohhan, Forset, 
Clem, S^c The Spaniards prisomrs. 

Best. How is it with the Captain ? 

Bough. Nothing dangerous ; 
But being shot i'th' thigh, he keeps his cabin, 
And cannot riae to greet your victory. 

Bess. He stood it bravely out, whilst he could stand. 

Clem. But for these Spaniards ; now, you Don Diegos, 
you that made PauTs to stink. 

Bough. Before we farther censure them, let's know 
What English prisoners they have here aboard. 

Span. You may command them all. We that were 
now 
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Lords over them, Fortune hath made your slaves. — 
Release our prisoners I 

Beta. Had my Capttun died, 
Not one proud Spaniard liad eecap'd with life. 
Your ship is forfeit to us, and your goods : 
So live. — Give him his long hoat: him and his 
Set safe ashore; and pray for English Beat. 

Span. I know not whom you mean ; hut he't your 
queen. 
Famous Elizaheth, I shall report 
She and her subjects both are mercifiiL [Exeunt 

Enter RouGHMAN, teith the Merchant and Spencer. 

Best. Whence are you, sir, and whither were you 
bound? 

Merck. I am a London, bound for Barbary ; 
But by this Spanish man-of-war surpris'd, 
Pillag'd, and captiv'd. 

Beu. We macfa pity you. 
Wbat loss you have sustaio'd, tliis Spanish prey 
Shall make good to you, to the utmost farthing. 

Merck. Our lives, and all our fortunes whatsoever. 
Are wholly at your service. 

Ben, These gentlemen have been dejected long. 
Let me peruse them all, and give them money 
To drink our health. And pray foi^et not, sirs. 
To pray for ^hold 1 support me, or I faint 

Mouffh. What sudden, unexpected ecstasy 
Disturbs your conquest ? 

Best. Interrupt me not ; 
But pve me way, for Heaven's sake ! 

Spencer. I have seen 
A face, ere now, like that young gentleman. 
But not remember where. 

Beu. But he was stain ; 
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Lay buried in yon church ; and thence remoT'd, 

Denied all Christian rites, and, like an mfidel, 

Confin'd nnto the fields ; and thence digg'd up, 

His body, afler death, had martyrdom. 

All these assure me tis his shadow dc^s me. 

For some most juat revenge, thus far to sea. — 

Is it because the Spaniards 'scap'd with life, 

That were to thee 80 cruel after death. 

Thou haunt'st me thus ? Sweet ghost, thy rage forbear ; 

I will revenge thee on the next we seize. 

I am amaz'd ; this sight HI not endure. 

Sleep, sleep, &ir ghost, for thy revenge is sure. 

Bough. Forset, convey the owner to his cabin. 

[Exit FoRSBT tcith Be»8. 

Speac. I pray, sir, what yoimg gentleman is that ? 

Bough. He's both the owner of the ship and goods, 
That for some reasons bath his name concealed. 

Spenc. Methinks he looks like Besa ,- for in hia eyes 
Lives the first love that did my heart surprise. 

Bough. Come, gentlemen, first make your losses good. 
Out of this Spanish prize. Let's then divide 
Both several ways, and heavens be our guide. 

Merch, We towards Mamorah. 

Bough. We where the Fates do please. 
Till we have track'd a wilderness of seas. 

[FlourUh. Exeunt. 
Enter CnoEua 
Our stage so lamely can express a sea. 
That we are forc'd by Chorus to discourse 
What should have been in aclion. Now, imagine 
Her passion o'er, and Goodlack well recover'd ; 
Who, had he not been wounded, and seen Spencer, 
Had sure descried him. Much prize they have ta'en : 
The French and Dutch she spares j only makes spoil 
Of the rich Spaniard and the barbarous Turk. 
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And now her fame grows great in all tKese eeas. 
Suppose her ricli, and forc'd, for want of water. 
To put into Mamorah, in Barbarj, 
Where, wearied with the habit of a man. 
She was discover'd by the Moors aboard, 
Which told it to the amorous King of Pez, 
That ne'er before had Bnglish lady seen. 
He sends for her on shore. How he recelTca her, 
How she and Spencer meet, must next succeed. 
Sit patient, then : when these are fully told. 
Some may hap say. Ay, there's a girl worth gold. 

\_Exit. Act Ion ff. 

Explicit Actus quartue. 
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ACTUS QUINTUS. Sceka Peima. 
Enter Mullisheq, Ai.caj>e, Joffeb, Attendaats, ^c. 

MuUUheg. Bat was she of bucIi presence F 

Ale To describe her were to make eloquence dumb. 

Midi. "Well habited? 

Ah. I ne'er beheld a beauty more complete. 

MaU. Thou hast inflam'd our spirits. In En^and 
born? 

Ah. The captain bo reported. 

Mull. How her ship ? 

Ah. I never saw a braver vessel suL 
And she is call'd The Negro. 

Midi. Ominous, 
Perhaps, to our good fate: she in a Negro 
Hath sail'd thus far, to boBom with a Moor. 
But for the motion made to come ashore, 
How did she relish that? 

Ah I promis'd to the Capttun lai^ reward, 
To win him to it, and this day be hath promis'd 
To bring me her free answer. 

MuU. When he comes, 
Give him the entertfunment of a prince. 

Enter a Moor. 

The news with thee ? 

Moor. The Capttun of The Negro craves admittance 
Unto your Highness' presence. 

MvM. A guard attend him, and our noblest bashaws 
Conduct him safe where we will parley him. {Flourish. 

Enter GtOODLACk and Eovohhan. 

Goodl. Long live the high and mighty King of Fez ! 
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MulL If thou bring'at her, then doet thou bring me 
Kfe. 
Say, will she come ? 

Qoodl. She will, my Lord ; but yet conditionally, 
She may be free from violence. 

MuU. Now, by the mighty Prophet we adore. 
She ehall live lady of her free desires : 
'Tis love, not force, must quench our amorous firea. 

Rough. We will conduct her to your presence strmght. 

MiUL We will have banquets, revels, and what not. 
To entert^n this stranger. [^Hautbot/s. 

Enter Bess Bsidqes, veiled, Goodlack, Koughhan, 
FOBSET, and Moort. 

A goodly presence I — Why's that beauty veil'd ? 

Bett. Long live the King of Fez. 

MuU. I am amaz'd ! 
This 18 no mortal creature I behold. 
But some bright angel, that is dropped from heaven, 
Sent by our Prophet. — Captain, let me thus 
Embrace thee in my arms. — Load him with gold. 
For this great favour. 

Bett. Captain, touch it not. — 
Know, King of Fez, my followers want no gold. 
I only came to see thee, for my pleasure. 
And show thee what these say thou never saw'st, 
A woman bom in England. 

MulL That English earth may well be term'd a 
heaven. 
That breeds such divme beauties. Make me sure 
That thou art mortal by one friendly touch. 

Beu. Keep off: for, till thou swear'at to my de- 
mands, 
I will have no commerce with MuBitkeg, 
But leave thee as I came. 
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MuU. Wer't haX( my kingdom. 
That, beauteouB English vii^in, thou shalt have. 

BeiB, Captain, read. 

Goodl. First, liberty for her and hers to leave the 
land at her pleasure. 

Next, safe conduct to and from her ship, at her own 
discretion. 

Thirdly, to be free from all violence, either by the 
king, or any of his people. 

Fourthly, to allow her mariners fresh victuals aboard. 

Fifthly, to offer no farther violence to her person 
than ^hat he seeks by kingly usage and free en- 
treaty. 

Midi. To these I vow and seal. 

Beu. These being assur'd. 
Your courtship's free, and henceforth we secur'd. 

Midi. Say, gentlemen ofEngland, what's your fashion 
And garb of entertumnent ? 

QoodL Our first greeting 
Begins still on the lips. 

. MvU. Fair creature, shaU I be immortaliz'd 
With that high fevonr ? 

Be»i. 'Tis no immodest thing 
You ask, nor shame for Beu to kiss a king. 

MvU. This kiss hath all my vitals ecstasied. 

Bough. Capttun, this king is mightily in love. Well, 
let her 
Bo as she list, 111 make use of bis bounty. 

Goodl. We should be madmen else. 

MuU. Grace me eo much as take your seat by me. 

Bern, m be so far commanded. 

MvlL Sweet, your age? 

Beta. Not fully yet seventeen. 

MuU. But how your birth? How came you to this 
wealth. 
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To have such gentlemen at yoiir command. 
And wliat your cause of travel ? 

Bee8. Mighty prince, 
If you desire to see me beat my breast. 
Pour forth & river of increasing tears. 
Then you may ui^e me to that sad discourse. 

Mull. Not for Mamorah's wealth, nor all the gold 
Coin'd in rich Barbary. Nay, sweet, arise. 
And ask of me, he't half this kingdom's treasure. 
And thou art lady on't. 

Bets. If I shall ask, 't must he, you will not ^ve. 
Our country breeds no beggars ; for our hearts 
Are of more noble temper. 

MuU. Sweet, your name. 

-SfM. Elizabeth. 

Mull. There's virtue in that name. 
The virgin queen, so famous through the world. 
The mighty empress of the maiden isle. 
Whose predecessors have o'errun great France, 
Whose power^ hand doth still support the Dutch, 
And keeps the potent King of Spain in awe, 
Is not she titled so ? 

Best. She is. 

Mi^. Hath she herself a face so ^r as yours. 
When she appears for wonder? 

Best. Mighty Fez, 
You east a blush upon my maiden cheek. 
To pattern me with her. Why, England's queen 
She ia the only Phoenix of her age. 
The pride and glory of the Western Isles. 
Had I a thousand tongues, they aU would tire, 
And fwl me in her true description. 

MulL Grant me this : 
To-morrow we supply our judgment seat, 

f2 
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And sentence causes ; sit with tie in etate. 
And let your presence beautify our throne. 

Begg. In that I am your servant. 

Mull. And we thine. 
Set on in state, attendants and fall trwn : 
But find to ask, we vow thou shalt obtain. 

[Exeunt MCLLISHEQ, Bess, and Attendants, 

Enter Clem : manet Goodlack. 

Clem. It is not now as when Andrea liv'd, or rather 
Andrew, our elder journeyman. What I drawers become 
courtiers I Now may I speak with the old ghost in 
Jerommo — 

When this eternal substance of my soul 
Did live imprisoned in this wanton flesh, 
I was a courtier in the court of Fez. 
Goodl. Oh, well done, Clem! It is your mistress 
pleasure, 
None come ashore that's not well habited. 

Clem. Nay ; for mine own part, I hold myself as good 
a Christian iu these clothes, as the proudest infidel of 
them all. 

.£Wer Alcase antJ Joffeb. 

Ale. Sir, by your leave, you're of the English train ? 

Cl^n. I am so, thou great monarch of the Mauritanians. 

Joff. Then, 'tis the King's command we give you all 
attendance. 

Clem. Great Signior of the Saracens, I thank thee. 

Ale. Will you walk in to banquet? 

Clem. I will make bold to march in towards your 
banquet, and there comfit myself, and cast all caraways 
down my throat, the best way I have to conserve my- 
self in health: and for your coimtry's sake, which is 
called Barbary, I will love all barbers and barberies the 
better. 
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And for you Moors, thus muoli I mean to e&j, 
I'll Bee if more I eat, the more I may. 

Enter two Merchants. 

1 Mer. I pray, sir, are you of the Englieh train F 
CleTn, Why, what art thou, my friend ? 

1 Mer. Sir, a French merchant, run into relapse. 
And forfeit of the law. Here's for you, sir. 
Forty good Barbary pieces, to deliver 

Your lady this petition, who, I hear. 
Can all things with the King. 

Clem. Your gold doth bind me to you. — You may see 
what it is to be sudden courtier : I no sooner put my 
nose into the court, but my hand itches for a bribe 
already. — What's your buBineaa, my friend? 

2 Mer. Some of my men, for a little outrage done. 
Are sentenc'd to the gaUeys. 

Clem. To the gallows ? 

2 Mer. No ; to the galleys. Now, could your lady 
purchase 
Their pardon from the King, here's twenty angels. 

Clem. What are you, sir ? 

2 Mer. A Florentine merchant. 

Clem. Then you are, as they say, a Christian? 

2 Mer. Heaven forbid, else. 

Clem. I should not have the faith to take your gold, else. 
Attend on me : HI speak in your behalf 
Where be my bashaws? Usher us in state: [FhuriaL 
And when we sit to banquet, see you wwt [jErit 

Ent^ Spencer, sohit. 

Bpenc. This day the King ascends his royal throne. 
The honest merchant, in whose ship I came, 
Hath, by a cunning ijuiddit in the law. 
Both ship and goods made forfeit to the King, 
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To whom I will petiHoD. But no more ; 

He's now upon his entrance. [Ha^tihoyt. 

Enter the Kinff, Bess, Goodlace, Roughman, 
Alcade, Joffeb, iciih all the <Aher train. 

MuU. Here seat the miud of England like a queen — 
The Btjle well give thee, wilt thou deign ua love. 

Beta. Bless me, you holy angels I 

MuU. What is't oftends you, eweet ? 

Spene, I am amaz'd, and know not what to think on't. 

Ben. Captain, dost not see? Is not that Spencer'* 
ghost ? 

GoodL I see, and like you I am ecstasied. 

Spmtc. If mine eyes mistake not. 
That should be Captain Goodlaek, and that Ben. 
But oh ! I cannot be bo happy. 

Gpodl. 'Tia he, and HI salute him. 

Bess. Captain, stay. 
You shall be swayed by me. 

Spend, Him I well know ; but how should she come 
hither? 

Mtdl. What is*t that troubles you ? 

Bess. Moat mighty King, 
Spare me no longer time, but to beatow 
My Capt^u on a measage. 

MuU. Thou shalt command my ulence, and his ear. 

Bess. \To Goodlackl Go wind about, and when you 
see least eyes 
Are fix'd on you, single him out, and see 
If we mistake not If he be the man. 
Give me some private note. 

Goodl. This. 

Bess. Enough. What a^d your highness? 

MuU. Hark what I proffer thee. Continue here, 
And grant me full fruition of thy love. 
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Beu. Good. 

Mull. Thou ehalt have all my peers to honour thee. 
Next our great Prophet. 

Bess. "WelL 

MuU. And when thou'rt weary of our sun-burut 
dune. 
Thy N^o shall be ballast home with goid. 

Bess. I am etemiz'd ever 1 
Now, all you sad disasters, dare your worst ; 
I neither care nor fear : my Spencer lives I 

MvS. You mind me not, sweet virgin. 

Bess. You talk of love : 
My lord, I'll tell you more of that, hereafter : 
But now to your state-buainess.— Bid him do thus 
No more, and not to be seen till then. 

GoodL Enough. — Come, sir, you must along with me. 
[Exeunt Goodlack and Spencee. 

Beti. Now, stood a thousand deaths before my face, 
I would not change my cheer, wnce Spencer's safe. 

Enter Cleu and the Merchants. 

Clem. By your leave, my masters; room for G-ene- 
rofflty. 

1 Mer. Pray, sir, remember me. 

2 Mer. Good sir, my suit. 

Clem. I am perfect in both your parts, without 
prompting. Mistress, here are two Christian friends 
of mine have forfeited ships and men to the black-a- 
morian king: now, one sweet word from your Ups 
might get their release. I have had a feeling of the 
business already. 

MttlL For dealing in commodities forbid. 
You're fined a thousand ducats. 

Bess. Cast off the burden of your heavy doom : 
A follower of my train petitions for him. 
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MuO. One of tliy tnun, sweet Sett f 

Clem. And no worse man than myself, sir. 

MtiU. Well, sirrab, for your lady's sake 
His sliip and goods eliall be restored agun. 

1 Mer^ Long live the King of Fez I 

Clem. Mayst thou never want sweet water, to wash 
thy black face in, most mighty monarch of Morocco. — 
Mistress, another friend ; ay, and paid beforehand. 

Mull, Sirrah, your men, for outrage and contwnpt. 
Are doom'd unto the gallies. 

Besa. A censure too severe for Christians. 
Grreat King, 111 pay their raoBom. 

Mi^, Then, my Bern, 
Thy word shall be their ransom : they're discharg'd. 
What grave old man is that? 

JoJ^. A Christian preacher; one that would convert 
Your Moors, and turn them to a new belief. 

Mull. Then he shall die, as we are King of Fez. 

Bets. For these I only spake ; for him I kneel, 
If I have any grace with mighty Fez. 

Mull. We can deny thee nothing, beauteous mud. 
A kiss shall be his pardon. 

Begs. Thus I pay't, 

Cl^n. Must your black face be smouching 
My mistress' white lips with a morian ! 
I wotild you had kissed her a — 

Ale. Hah! how is that, sir? 

Clem. I know what I say, sir ; I would he had kissed 
her a — 

Ale. A — what? 

Clem. A thousand times, to have done him a pleasure. 

Be-enter Spbncbh and GooDLACK, 

Mull. That kiss was worth the ransom of a king. — 
What's he, of that brave presence ? 
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Beg8. A gentleman of England, and my friend. 
Do him some grace, for my sake. 

Mull. For thy sake what would I not perform? 
He shall have grace and honour. — Joffer, go 
And see him gelded to attend on us. 
He ehall he our chief eunuch. 

Be»». Not for ten worlds I Behold, great King, I 
stand 
Betwixt him and all danger. — Have I found thee ? — 
Seize what I have ; take both my ship and goods ; 
Leave naught that's mine unrifled : spare me him. — 
And have 1 found my Spencer f 

Clsm. Please your majesty, I see all men are not 
capable of honour : what he refuseth, may it please you 
to bestow on me. 

Mtill. With all my heart. Go, bear him hence, Al- 
cade, 
Into our Alkedavy : honour him. 
And let him taste the razor. 

Clem. There's honour for me 1 

Ak. Come, follow. 

Clem. No, sir ; 111 go before you, for mine honour. 
[Exeunt. 

Spenc. Oh! show yourself, renowned King, the same 
Fame blazons you. Bestow this nuud on me : 
'Tis such a ^ft as kingdoms cannot buy. 
She ia a precedent of all true love. 
And ehall be register'd to after times. 
That ne'er shall pattern her. 

Goodl. Heard you the story of their constant love, 
'Twould move in you compassion. 

Rough. Let not intemperate love sway you 'hove pity. 
That foreign nation, that ne'er heard your name, 
May chronicle your virtues. 

Mull. You have waken'd in me an heroic spirit : 
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Lust shall not conquer virtue. — Till this hour, 
We grac'd thee for thy beauty, Engliah woman ; 
But now we wonder at thy constancy. 

Bea$. Oh ! were you of our ituth, I'd swear great 
Mullisheg 
To be a god on earth. — And lives my Spencer ? 
In troth I thought thee dead. 

Spenc. Iq hope of thee, 
I liv'd to gain both life and liberty. 

ETUer Clem, running. 

Clem. No more of your honour, if you love me I Is 
this your Moorish preferment, to rob a man of his beet 
jeweU? 

Mull Hast thou seen our Alkedavy ? 

CieTn. Davy do you call him? he may be called 
shavy : I am sure he hath tickled my current commo- 
dity. No more your cutting honour, if you love me. 

Mull All your strange fortunes we will hear discours'd. 
And after that your fair espousals grace. 
If you can find a man of your belief 
To do that grateful office. 

Spenc. None more fit 
Than this religious and grave gentleman. 
Late rescued from death's sentence. 

Preacher. None more proud 
To do you that poor service. 

Mull. Noble Englishman, 
I cannot fasten bounty to my will 
Worthy thy merit : move some suit to us. 

Spenc. To make you more renown'd, great King, and us 
The more indebted, there's an Englishman 
Hath forfeited his ship for goods uncustom'd. 

MuU. Thy suit is granted ere it be half begg'd : 
Dispose them at thy pleasure. 
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Spenc. Mighty KiDg, 
We are your Highness' senranta. 

Mull. Come, beauteous maid ; well see thee crown'd 
a hride. 
At all our pompoiiB banquets these shall wait 
Thy followers and thy servants pr^s with gold ; 
And not the meanest that to thy train belongs. 
But shall approve our bounty. Lead in state. 
And wheresoe'er thy fame shall be enroU'd, 
The world report thou art a Girl worth Gold. 

Explicit Actui quintut. 
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Page S, line 12. "Ferserer," for persevere, was tbec the most nsual 
ipelling and pronnnciatioii of the word. 

Page 6, line 1. This list is prefixed (without any heading) to the old 
copj, tmd we bare not in any respect varied ftom what we may suppose t4> 
have been the author's arrangement of the characters of his play. We do 
not here give any account of the performers, whose names follow the parts 
they represented, because a flill alphabetical list of all the actors on the 
English atage, prior to the Beatorattoa, with such particulars of their 
lives, &c,, as have come down to us, is one of the works in forward pro- 
gress for the Members of our Society. 

Page 6, line 25. "Gales" was the old mode of spelling CadU; and, 
as it is often necessary to preserve it, for the sake of the measure of the 
verse, we have adopted it from the old copy, whenever it occurs. The 
Earl of Essex, strictly speaking, was not " going to Gales " this voyage i 
{at the expedition to Gadiz had been sent out in the preceding year. 
The expedition of 1597 was against the Azores, and the Spanish Eaat and 
West India fleets : it was commonly called " the Island voyage." 

Page 7, line 6. The Lord spoken of as abont to put to sea, when the 
wind should be fair, was, of course, the Earl of Essex, the great and 
unfortunate favourite of Queen Elizabeth, who was appointed leader of 
the expedition of 1597. It sailed in August of that year; so that the 
time of action in this play is very clearly ascertained. 

Page 12, line 15. Go, let your master snick-up.] To " go snick- 
up" has been usually considered equivalent to go hang; but het« it 
should seem that it has reference to drawing wine for the guesta. 
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Page 16i line 24. The old copy reads cormptlf "From new nipply 
from thence." It was perhaps written by the Buthor, " Some new supply 
from thence." 

Page 18, line 29. The dnmh show was of conne int«Dded to 
denote the departure of the General (the Earl of Essex) and his 
foUowers on their Island Toyage. The liberality and ponctnality of 
Emex in his payments are distinctly evinced by the discharge of the debts 
owing by him and hia officers, previons to his final departure on 17th 
August. The "Hautboys" mentioned in the stage-direction played, as 
was not unusual, during the dumb-show and the passage of the characterB 
across the stage. 

Page 19, line 17. Explicit Actu» primus.'] So in the old copy; and 
as the terminations of the other four acts are marked in the same way, 
we thought it beet to leave the drama, as fkr as possible, in the form in 
which it came from Heywood's hand. 

Page 20, line 1. The scene here changes to Foy, where Bess Bridges 
is mistress of the Windmill tavern. 

Page 20, line 31. Hath turned over your years to me.} i.e., Clem's 
years of servitude; totnmover an apprentice from one master to another 
is still the expression. 

Page 21, line 26. Uarry, the last dear year.] We learn from Stow, 
(Annales, p. 1279) that in IA96, wheat was six, seven, and eight shil- 
lings per bushel: the dearth continued and increased in 1S97; so that, 
in August of that year, the bushel of wheat was sold for thirteen shil- 
lings. 

Page 24, line 16. I can tellthemwhat is to be-tail.] Apun founded 
upon the German yrorAbegahlen, which tdgnifles to pay. Clem says that 
he can tell them what is to pay with one word of his mouth. 

Page 25, line 11. The exit of Clem is not marked in the old copy. 

Page 20, line 20. Enter Spencer and Goodlack.] The scene here 
changes to Fayal, in the Azores, after the taking of the place. 

Page 26, line 5. That were before.] In the former scene of Act I. 

Page 26, line 19. Atone this difference.] i.e., reconcile this differ- 
ence — at one it — a sense in which the word often occurs in Shakespeare 
and his coutemporaries. 

Page 27, line 1. Ought we not to read, in this line, "Sir, /have no 
n hut my coanael f" 
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Page 29, line 3. EnUr Ben Bridge*.] It ii hardly necemuy to re- 
main that tbe Mene here rvtnrna to England. 

Page 29, line 17. Moiy Ambree, or WeatminHter Long Meg.] A maa- 
dreaang heroine, often mentioned by our old dramatiata, -whose achieve- 
mentaare celebrated iaawell-knownbslladinTol.ii.of Percy'sAe/i^M. 
Long M^ of Wefltminater, another masculine damael, aaid to be of large 
dimenrions, has bad her exploits celebrated in prose, in a tract printed 
anterior to the close of the reign of Elizabeth, and reprinted in 1635. 
In modem timea, it haa been reviTCd in Mucellaim Antiqaa Anglieaaa, 
4to., IS 16. 

Page 29, line 34. The extV of Clem is not marked in the old copy. 
Bess, jost before, has ordered him to be gone. 

F^e 30, line 2B. And yon lie.] We are to suppose that Besa retires 
somewhat ont of ught after her last speech, and now suddenly steps for- 

Page 33, line 17. Now farewell.] It is evident that Beas Bridges 
here makes her ' ei^tt, but it ia not nuuked ; nor is that of Roaghnuui, nine 
lines lover down. 

Page 32, line 27. Enter two Sailors.] The scene is changed ogun to 
the Azores, with the bustle of an embarkation ibr England. 

Page Sfi, line 1< The scene at the opening of this act of course is in 
England. 

Page 36, line 3. This speech, in the old copy, is given to Forset, but 
it is clearly an error. 

Page 35, Ime 10. Little Davy, Cutting Dick.] Two characters of the 
time, celebrated for their bravado and exploits. 

Page 35, line 28. See and the alave will stir!] Thb exclamation 
might be more properly given, " See a% the slave will stir !" but as the 
conjunction <ui, for if, was then very constantly written and printed and, 
no alteration seemed necessary. 

I^^ 96, line 35. Neither thia exit by Clem, nor that of the Kitchen- 
m^d afterwards, ia mentioned in the old copy. 

Page 38, line 6, roasted or Bod.] "Sod" ia the old term for £olM. 

Page 41, Ime 4. The King's lieutenant.] The Mayor ought to hav« 
tud, the Queaia lieutenant, the time being 1597; but, when thia play 
was written, the Mayor of Foy was the King's lieutenant. 

Page 41, line 27. Exeunt Mayor and Alderman.] Not in the old 
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copy, but dearlj necesrary before Goodladc b^iiu hia Boliloquy. The 
Milort, who entered and who go out with bim, maj be aupposed to have 
stood back, out of bearing. 

Fage-42, line 5. Mort digaolntely.] So Shakespeare, in "Merry 
Wives of Windsor," act l., bc. 1 — " I am freely diiaolved and dino- 
lutefy." 

Page ^, line 12. Feter-see-me.] So called, from Pedro XimeDeB,.or 
Peter SimoD, (as the name has been corrupted) who imported vines 
from Germany into Spain, and planted them near Malaga. — Hendersan'H 
" Hist, of Ancient and Modern Wines," 193. Peter-see-me is mentioned 
times out of number in our old dramatists. 

Page 45, line S3. I'll fumisb you with bastard.] The pun upon this 
sweet wine (from the Mediterranean, and so called from the species of 
grape) eonid hardly be avoided at any time. 

Page 46, line 35. Rotten eggs.] From this and other anthorities we 
learn that ^gs were used in the burning of sack. 

Page 48, Ime 6. As this poor table.] i.e., picture : the word was not 
■o usually applied to a portrait. A picture was called a table, becanse it 
waa generally painted on a board. 

Page 49, line 28. A ging of lusty lads.] " Ging" is the old fiirm 
oigang, and it occurs in "The Merry Wives of Windsor," act iv^ »c 2. 
It is also met with in Ben Jonson's " Every Man in his Hnmonr," (edit. 
Gifford,i.,47) where the editor thought fit to change it to ^ony — "An I 
could not find in my heart to swinge the whole ^'n^ of 'em." Middleton 
uses it twice ; and the Hev. Mr. Dyce very properly preserves it, as one of 
the ancient words of our language. It may be found in other dramatists 
of the time of Shakespeare. 

Page 50, line 1. The first scene «f this act is evidently on board a 
Spanish ship. 

Page 50, line 20. There's no nobless in thee.] So Shakespeare, as 
here, for the sake of the measure. 

" Of noble Bicbard : then, true nobless would 
Leam him forbearance, he" 

Richard II., act iv., sc 1. 
Such is the reading of the earliest quarto, and is, of course, to be preferred 
in opposition to all the later editions, which read noblewst. The word 
" noUess " has also the authority of Ben Jonson for its employment. 
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Page fit, line 8. About their ceaniTes.] tV., judgments, 'orgenteDces: 
at Kon at tbe^ have puniahed the saucinesi of Spencer, thej will comider 
about the tentencet of the others. The word it used in the same way 
ai^rwards. 

Page 51, line 11. The Hcene FetnmB to Foy. 

Page 52, lina S. Exit.'] These stage-directioDS are often omitted; 
and perhaps it may be enough to saj now, that we have adiled them 
only where they seem neeeaBBiy for the due nnderHtanding of the scene. 

Page 63, line 13. I have chang'd my copy.] A common expression, 
in our old writers, to indicate an important or entire change. 

Page S4, line 28, Poor-John.] The ordinary name for salt-fish, and 
particolarly for hake, salted and dried. 

Page fiS, line 14. Hantboys long.] Sncfa is the stage-direction; 
meaning, no doubt, that the instruments are to play for a long time, in 
order to give opportunity for preparation, and a change of scene th>m 
Foy to Fez. The first speech of the first speaker conveys this needful 
intelligence to the auditory. 

Page 56, line 31. Enter Bess, &c.] i.e., on board her victorious ship, 
off Fayal, as we find just afterwards. 

Page 58, line 16. The men that ought the field.] i.e., owned (or 
owed, as it was often printed) the field. So in Beanmont and FlettJier's 
" Doable Marriage," act iii^ sc. 3 — 

" She did it fbr her husband, and she ought it" 

Psge 59, line 2. A piece.] A piece of artillery is discharged trcaa 
the ship, against the church at Fayal. 

Page S9, line 10. Boonce, quoth the gun.] Misprinted ^lus in the old 
copy; but only one gun seems to have been fired. 

Page fl9, line 28. Up with your fights.] Fights were, technically, 
defences placed round the ship, to protect the crew on deck. 

Page 60, line 38. Now, you Don Di^os.] The allnsions to this dirty 
exploit of a Spaniard in St. Fanl's are innumerable in our old drama- 
tdsts^ and for many years it continued a subject of reproach and laughter. 
See Middleton's " Bluit, Master Constable," act iv., sc 3 ; Dekker and 
Webster's "Sir Thomas Wyatt," 1607; "Beaumont and Fletcher's 
" Captain," act iii., sc. 2, && Those who wish for a more minute expla- 
nation of the matter may consult the Rev. A. Dyce's edition of Webster's 
'Works, ii,, 298, and iv., 393. 
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Page 61, line 15. I am a London, bound for Barbaiy.] The measure 
is complete, but the word " merchant," after " London," ia neceasarj for 
the gense. Perhaps we ought to read Londoner. 

Page 62, line li. This omitted sti^e-direction (as well as some othera 
not specified) is clearly required. 

Page 63, line 12. The words " Act long" are inserted to show that, 
in order !« make due preparation for what follows, the interval between 
the fourth and fifth acts was longer than ordinary. On p. S5 we have 
had " Hautboys long." 

Page 68, line 15. I wa* a courtier, &c.] These lines (with the omis- 
sion of one, and the substitution of Fez for Spain) form the commence- 
ment of T. Kyd's celebrated drabia, " The Spanish Tragedy," portions of 
which have been quoted by so many authors, that ia imposaible to enu- 
merate them. It was a moat popular favourite, and seems to have been 
espedally so with all apprentices. For the original lines, see Dodsley's 
Old Plays, last edit., vol. iii., p. 99. 

Page 69, line 27. The word " Flourish," which is merely a stage- 
direction, is printed in the old copy as part of the text; and in the next 
line the word " sit " is misprinted//, by the common error of mistaldng 
the long s for f. 

Page 71, line 7- Ballast with gold.] Perhaps more properly spelt 
baHac'd, from the verb to fmllace: we now ea^ ballasted. Shakespeare, 
"Comedy of Errors," act iii., sc. 2, uses "ballast" in the same way as 
Heywood. Fitzgeof&ey, in his sermon on the death of Sir A.Bou8,1622, 
gives us the verb in its infinitive — "and to ballace their knowledge with 
judgment." 

Page 71, line S. Bess, we must suppose, makes this speech on ob- 
serving Goodlack's sign to her respecting Spencer. 

Page 71) line IA. The last part of this speech is addressed by Bess to 
Goodlack; who, aSter ascertaining the fact that Spencer ia living, must 
have returned to the side of the heroine. The scene is confused, because, 
in the old copy, the exit of Goodlack with Spencer is not marked. 

Page 72, line 25. With a moriau.] Clem here seems attempting a 
sort of play upon the word mwratn. 



^dbyGooglc 



tyGOOglc 



THE 

FAIR MAID 

OF THE WEST, 

OR 

A Girle worth gold. 

The second part. 

As it was lately acted before the King and Qaeeo, 
■with approved liking. 

By the Qveen'f MaJeMiet Comediatu. 

Written by T. H. 



LONDON, 

Printed for Kichard Royston, and are to be Bold at bis Shop 
in Ivie Lane. 1631. 



DigmzedbyGoOgle 



ubjGoOgIc 



To the true favourer of the Muses, and of 

all good Arta, T7tomas ffammon, 

Esqiiire, of Grays Inn, &c. 

The first part of this work I bestowed upon yoor fnead, 
Mr. John Othow, the second I have conferred upon you, both 
being incorporated into one house, and noble society ; the 
proximity in your chambers, and much iamiliar conference, 
having bred a mutual correspondency betwixt you. The 
prime motive inviting me to this Dedication, the much love 
and many courtesies reflecting upon me from you both ; being 
the rather encoiiraged thereunto, that though the subject 
itself carry no great countenance in the title, yet it hath not 
only passed the censure of the Plebe and Gentry, but of the 
Patriciam and Prcetextatce; as also of our royal Augustus 
and Lima. The reason why I have selected you my patrons 
was to exclude myself from the number of those of whom 
Jweenal speaks, Satire vii — 

Scire volunt onmes, mercedem solvere nemo. 

Please you, at any of your more leisured hours, to vouch- 
safe the perusal of these slight papers, your acceptance shall 
be my recompence. Receive my wishes for your earth's 
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happiness in miUions, for your heavenly bliss in myriade. 
Taking my leave of you with that in Adelpk. 

Nunquatn ita magnifice quicquam dicam. 
Id Tirtns quin superet tua. 

Yours, ptendly devoted, 

Thomas Hbtw ood. 






To the Reader. 

Courteous Reader, if thoo be'et tired in the first part, I 
would not wish tbee to be travailed in the second ; but I 
hope much better, and that thou didat leave in the last, aa 
one that came late to hie inn to rest himself for that night, 
only with purpose to go on with the second, as he that riseth 
early the nbxt morning, (having refreshed himself) to pro- 
ceed on his journey. By this time you cannot choose but be 
acquainted with the most of our Acts, but not with all ; and 
more particularly for Spencer and his western Beu. With 
these countrymen of ours in their fellowship, you have heard 
the beginning of their troubles, but are not yet come to the 
end of their travels ; in which you may accompany them on 
land, without the prejudice of deep ways or robbers ; and by 
sea, free from the danger of rocks or pirates, as neither using 
horse or ship, more than this book in thine hand, and thy 
chur in thy chamber. More compliment 1 purpose not, and 
(I hope) thou expectest not FarewelL 

One studious to be thine, 

T. H. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Tola, Qneen of Fez, and wife of Muttitiieg; hy Theophilcs 

Bourne. 
Baaham Joffer. 
Ronghmm. 
Clem, the Clown. 
Mvllisheg, King of Fez. 
Bashaw Akade ; by Mr. Anthoni Tukheb. 
Mr. Spencer. 
Capt. Goodlack. 
Fortel. 
Begs Bridges. 

A Porter of tbe Ring's gate. 
A Lieutenant of the Moon. 
A Guard. 
AN^ro. 
A Cborns. 

A Captain of the Banditti. 

The Duke of Florence, with followers; by Mr. John Souhkb. 
Tbe Duke of Mantua ; by Rob. Axell. 
The Duke of Ferrara ; by Chkistoph. Goad. 
An English Merchant. 
Two Florentine Lords. 
Pedro Ventura, General at sea for the Duke of Florence. 
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THE FAIR MAID 

of the West; 



A Girt worth Gold. 
The Second Part. 



Enter ToTA, Mdllisheq's Wife. 
Tota. It must not, may not, shall not be endur'd. 
Left we for this our country, to be made 
A mere neglected lady here in Tez ? 
A slave to others, but a scorn to all? 
Can womanish ambition, heat of blood. 
Or height of birth, brook this, and not revenge ? 
Kevenge ? On whom ? On mighty MuUisheg f 
We are not safe then. On the English stranger? 
And why on her, when there's no apprehension 
That can in thought pollute her innocence ? 
Yet something I must do. What I nothing yet ? 
Nor must we live neglected : I should doubt 
I were a perfect woman, but degenerate 
From mine own sex, if I should suffer this. 
I have a thousand projects in my br^n. 
But can bring none to purpose. 

Enter Bashatc Joffeb. 
JoJ', Call'd your majesty ? 
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Tota. No; yet I think I did Begone : yet stay. — 
WiR not this misshapen embryo grow to form P 
Not yet? Koryet? 

Jo^. I attend your Highness' pleasure. 

Tota. Tis perfect, and I ha' it. 
I am ambitious but to think upon't ; 
And if it prove as I have fashion'd it, 
I shall be trophled ever. 

Joffi I wait stilL 

Tota. The King no way in peril ; she secure ; 
None horm'd ; all pleas'd ; I sweetly satisfied^ 
And yet reveng'd at fiilL Brwn, I for this 
Win wreathe thee in a glorious arch of gold. 
Stuck full of Indian gems. But, Toia, whom 
Wilt thou employ in this? The Moors are treache- 
rous. 
And them we dare not trust. 

J(J^. You need not me. 

Tota. Say, where's the King? 

Jo^. V the presence. 

Tota. How? 

Jo^. Distemper'd, late, and strangely humorous. 
The cause none can conjecture. 

7*0*0, Send in hie sweetheart ; 
Audi were his own heart double ribb'd with braes, 
Yet she would search the inmost of his thoughts. 
No ; 'tis not her on whom I build my project. — 
Is the King upon his entrance? 

Jof. Tie thought he is. 
If eo, thie etrange eudden dtstemperature 
Hath not his purpose alter'd. 

Toia. You have now leave 
To leave us, and attend the King. 

Jof. I shall. 

Tota. If any of the English lady's train 
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Come in your way, you may request them hither. 
Say, I would question some things of their country. 

Joff. Madam, I shalL 

7Wa. Then in to your attendance. — Wliat we muHt, 
Well work by th' English : these we dare not trust. 

Enter Cleh, meeting Joffeb. 

Joff- 'Tie the Queen's pleasure you attend her. 

Clem. The Queen speak with me ? Can you tell the 
business ? A murrain of these barbers of Barbary I they 
have given me a receipt, that, scape the colic as well as 
I can, I shall be sure never to be troubled with the 
stone. 

Joff. Yonder she walks. I leave ye. \Exit. 

Tola. NoWi sir ; you are of England ? 

Clem. And I think you are a witch. 

Tota. How, sirrah? 

(7fe»». A foolish proverb we use in our country ; which, 
to g^ve you in other words, is as much as to say, you 
have hit the nul on the head. 

Tota. And servant to the English EHzabetA, 
So great in court by mighty MMitheg. 
You follow her ? 

Clem. I must confess, I am not her gentleman usher, 
to go before her ; for that way, ae the case stands with 
me now, I can do her but small pleasure. I do follow her. 

Tota. You have seen both nations, Enghind and our 
Fez : How do our people differ? 

Clem. Our countrymen eat and drink as yours do, for 
all the world; open their eyes, when they would see, 
and shut them agiun, when they woidd sleep: when 
they go, they set one leg before another; and gape 
when their mouths open, as yours ; eat when they have 
stomachs, scratch when it itcheth; only, I hold our 
nation to be the cleanlier. 
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Tota. Cleanlier? Wherein? 

Chm. Because they never sit down to meat with such 
foul hands and faces. 

Tota. But how your ladies and choice gentlewomen ? 

Clem. You shall meet some of them sometimes as 
fresh as flowers in May, and as fair as my mistress, and 
within an hour the same gentlewoman as black as your- 
self, or any of your Morians. 

Tota. Can they change faces so ? Not posMble. Show 
me some reason for't. 

Clem. When they put on their masks. 

Tota. Masks ? What are they ? 

Clem. Please you to put off yours, and 111 tell you. 

Tota. We wear none but that which Nature bath 
bestowed on us, and our births give us freely. 

Clem. And our ladies wear none but what the shops 
yield, and they buy for their money. 

Tota. Canst thou be secret to me, EugUshman ? 

Clem. Yes, and chaste, too : I have ta'en a medicine 
for't. 

Tota. Be fiz'd to me in what I shall employ thee. 
Constant and private unto my designs. 
More grace and honour I will do to thee 
Than e'er thou didst receive from MullUheg. 

Cletn. Crrace and honour I His grace and honour was 
to take away some part, and she would honour me to 
take away alL 111 see you damned as deep as the 
black father of your generation, the devil, first ! 

Tota. Mistake me not. 

Clem. Nay, if you were with child with a young 
princely devil, and bad a mind to any thing that's here, 
I'd make you lose your longing. 

Tota. Sure, this fellow ia some sot. 

Clerit. Grace and honour, quotha I 
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Enter ROUGHMAN. 

Rooffi, How now, Clem ; wliither in such poet-haete ? 

Clem. TherCj if you will have any grace and honour, 
you may pay for't as dear as I have done. 'Sfoot I I 
have little enough left : I would fun carry away some- 
thing into my own country. 

Bough. Why, what's the matter ? I prithee stay. 

Clem. No, Lieutenant, you shall pardon me : not I ; 
the room is too hot for m& Fll be gone : do you stay 
at your own peril. 111 be no longer a prodigal ; I'll 
keep what I have. [Exit Clem. 

Tota. This should have better sense. Ill next prove 

Rough. Excuse me, mighty ptinceBS, that my boldness 
Hath press'd thus far into your privacies. 

Tota. You no way have offended. Nay, cune near: 
We love to grace a stranger. 

Bongh. 'Twas my ignorance. 
And no pretended boldness. 

Tota. I have obaerv'd you 
To be of some command amongst the English j 
Nor make I question but that you may be 
Of fair revenues. 

Bough. A poor gentleman. 

Tofei. We'll make thee rich. Spend that 

Bough. Tour grace's bounty 
Exceeds what merit can mi^e good in me. 
I am your Highness' servant. 

Tota. Let that jewel be worn ae our high favour. 

Bough. 'Sfoot I I think 
This Queen's in love with me. — Madam, I dutll. 

Tota. If any fevour I can do in court 
Can make you &rther gracious, speak it freely : 
What power we have is yours. 
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Rimgh. Doubtless it is so, and I am made for evei*. 

Tota. Nay, we aholl take it ill 
To give ourselves so amply to your knowledge, 
And you not use us. 

Bough. Use us ' Now, upon my life, she's caught. 
What I courted by a Queen — a royal Princess? 
Where were your eyes, Be»», that you could not see 
These hidden parts and mysteries which this Queen 
Hath in my shape obserr'd ? 'Tis but a fortune 
That I was bom to; and I thank Heaven for't 

Tota. May I trust you ? 

Bough. With your life, with your honour, 
m be as private to you as your heart 
Within your bosom ; close as your own thoughts. — 
ni brag of this in England, that I once 
Was favourite to a Queen. — My royal mistress. 

Tota. If what you have already promis'd you'll make 
good, 
III prove so. 

Bough. Madam, let this — 

Tota. What? 

Bough. This kiss. 

Tota. Tlus fool I this ass I this insolent gull I 

Rough, Why, did not your grace mean plainly? 

Tota. In what, sir? 

Rough. Did you not court me ? 

Tota. How I that face ? 
Think'st thou I could love a monkey — a baboon ? 
Know, were I mounted in the height of lust. 
And a mere prostitute, rather than thee 
I'd embrace one — name but that creature 
That thou dost think most odious. 

Rough. Pardon me, lady : 
I humbly take my leave. 
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Tota. Have I given you your descriptiou ? I pray, 
eir. 
Be secret in't. 

Mougk. I shall be loth to tell it, 
Or publiah it to any. 

Tota. Yet you are not gone. 
KnoWf then, you have incurr'd 
The King's wrath first, our high displeasure next, 
The least of which is death. Yet, will you grow 
More near to us, and prove loyal unto my present pur- 
poses, 
I will not only pardon you what's past, 
But multiply my bounties. 

Bough. I am your prisoner. 

Tota. Be free: there's nothing that can he called 
offence. 
But that in thee we pardon. 

Rough. I am fast. 

Tota. And yet a iree man. I am injured highly, 
And thou must aid me in my just revenge. 

Bovgh. Were it to combat the most valiant Moor 
That ever Fez, Morocco, or Aiders bred, 
I for your sake would do it. 

Tota,. "We seek nor blood. 
Nor to expose thee to the least of danger. 
I am modest ; and what I dare not trust my own tongue 

with. 
Or thoughts, 111 boldly give unto thine ears. 
List. — Do you shake your head ? Say ; is't done al- 
ready? 

Boagk, Wrong my friend ? 

Tota, Do you cast doubts or dangers ? Is not our life. 
Our honour, all in your band, and will you lavish us, 
Or scant that bounty should crown you with excess? 

Rough, ril pause upou't. 
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Tata, la not your life oars, by your insolence ? 
Have we not power to take it P 

Rmigh. Say no more : I'll do it. 

Tota. But may I hope ? 

Bough. I have cast all doubts, and know how it may 
be compass'd. 

Tota. There's more gold : your secrecy, that's all I 
crave. 

Rough, To prove myself in this just cause I have, 
An honest man, or a pernicious knave. 

T'oto. Take the advantage of this night. 

Rough. I shall expect fair end. 
All doubts are cast. 

Tota. So make a Queen thy fnend. [Beeordert. 

Enter MuLLiSHEa, Joffbb, and Alcade, Spencer, 
GooDLACK, BEsa, arid the rest. 

MuU. All music's harsh: command these discords, 
cease; 
For we have war within us. 

Ben. Mighty King, 
"What is't offends your Highness ? 

Mail. Nothing, Bess. 
Yet all things do. — Oh, what did I bestow. 
When I gave her away I 

Bern. The Queen attends you. 

Mtill. Let her attend. 

Tota. Ay, King. — N^ected still. 
My just revenge shall wound, although not kill. 

Mull. I was a traitor to my own desires, 
To part with her so slightly. What I no means 
To alter these proceedings ? 

Spene. Strange disturbances. 

GoodL What might the project be ? 
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Ale. May it please your highness, shall the Masque 
go forward. 
That was intended to grace this jovial night ? 
, Mull. Well have none. Let it be treaeoa held 
To any man that shall but name our pleasure, 
Or that vain word, delight. — The more I gaze, 
The more I surfdt ; and the more I strive 
To free me from these fires, I am deeper wrapt : 
In fiames I bnm. 

Spene. Tour discontent, great Prince, takes from 
US all 
The edge of mirth. These nuptial joys, that should 
Have swell'd our souls with all the sweet varieties 
Of apprehensive wishea, with your sadness 
Grow dull and leaden : they have lost their taste. 
In this your discontent, all pleasures lose their sweetness. 

Bess. Mighty Fez, hath any ignorant neglect in us 
Bred these disturbances ? 

Mi^. Offence and you 
Are like the warring elements, oppos'd. 
And Fez, why a Hog, and not command thy pleasure? 
Is she not within our kingdom? Nay, within our 

palace? 
And therefore in our power. Is she alone 
That happiness that I desire on earth ? 
Which, since the heavens have given up to mine hands. 
Shall I despise their bounty — and not rather 
Kun through a thousand dangers, to enjoy 
Their prodigal favours ? Dangers ! Tush ! there's none. 
We are here amidst our people, wall'd with subjects 

round. 
And danger is our slave : besides, our war 
Is with weak woman. Oh I but I have sworn 
And seal'd to her safe conduct. What of that? 
Can a king swear against his own desires, 
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Whose welfare ie the sinews of his realm ? 
I should commit high treason 'gainst myself, 
Not to do that uught ^ve vaj soul content. 
And satisfy my appetite with fulness. — Alcade ! 

Ale. My Lord. 

Mult. Bides the English Neffro still within the har- 
hour? 

Ale. Some league from land. 

Mull. Lest that these English should attempt escape, 
Now they are laden fully with our hounties, 
Cast thou a watchful eye upon these two. 

Ale. I shalL 

MulL I know their love's so fervent and entire. 
They will not part asunder — she leave him. 
Or he without her make escape to sea. 
Then, while the one's in sight, our hope's are safe. 
Be that thy charge. 

Ale. I'll be an Ai^us o'er them. 

Goodl. Unless the King he still in love with Besg, 
Repenting him of their late marriage, 
'Tis beyond wonder to calculate these storms. 

Mull. How goes the hour? 

Ale. About some four. 

Mull. We rose too soon. Bete, from your nuptial 
feasts: 
Something we tasted made us stomach sick, 
But now we find a more contentful change. 

Be»». Tour sunshine is our day. 

Mull. Dispose yourselves 
All to your free desires ; to dancing some. 
Others to mount our stately Barhary horse, 
So famous through the world for swift career. 
Stomach, and fiery pace. Those that love arms. 
Mount for the tilt : tHs day is yours ; to you 'tis conse- 
crate. 
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He commits treason in the highest degree 
Whose cloudy brow dares the least tempest show. 
To cross what we intend. Pleasure shall Bpring 
From U8 to flow on you. 

Ali. Long live the King I 

MulL To your free pastimes : leave us. 

\Exeii/nt. Manent Goodlack and Mullisheg. 
Capt^, stay. Captain, I read a fortune in thy brow. 
More than the slight preside of augury, 
Which tells me thou, and only thou, art mark'd 
To make me earthly blest. 

Goodl. That lean do't? 

Mull. It lies in thee to rMse thy ruin'd fortunes 
As high as is a Viceroy's, wreathe thy front 
"Within a circled piramis of gold. 
And to command, in all our territories, 
Next to our person. 

Goodl. Golden promises. 

Mull. Our words are acts, our promises arc deeds ; 
We do not feed with mp : it lies in thee. 
We two may grapple souls, be fiiends and brothers. 

Goodl. Teach me how. , 

MvlL I do not And thee coining : la thy looks 
I cannot spy that fresh alacrity, 
Which, with a glad and sprightful forwardness. 
Should meet our love half way, 

Goodl. You wonder me. 

MuU. No ; thou art dull, or fearful. Fare thee well : 
Thou hadst a fate laid up to make thee chronicled 
In thy own country, but thou wilt basely lose it, 
Even by thine own neglect. 

GoodL Forspeak me not. 
The Bun ne'er met the summer with more joy 
Than I'd embrace my fortunes ; but to you, 
Great King, to whom I am so greatly bound, 
h2 
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I'd purchase't with a danger should fright earth, 
Astoaish heaven, and make all hell to tremble : 
I am of DO shrinking temper. 

Mall. Prove but as wise as thou art bold and valiant, 
And gain me wholly to thee : half thou haat already 
Purclias'd by this bold answer ; but perform 
The re:jt, and we are all and only thine. 

GoodL Show me the way to gain this royal purchase; 
If I do't not, divide me from your presence, 
From your grace; and all those glorious hopes you have 

propos'd 
Turn into scorns and scandals. 

MulL I am dull 
And drowsy on the sudden ; whilst I sleep. 
Captain, read there. 

[ffe counterfeils gleep, and ^ives him a letter. 

GooM. To make Besa mine, sojne secret means dezisj. 
To thy own height and heart Fll make thee rite. — 
Is not this ink the blood of basilisks, 
That kills me in the eyes, and blinds me so, 
That I can read no further ? 'twas compos'd 
Of dragons' poison, and the gall of asps ; 
Of serpents' venom, or of vipers' stings ; 
It could not read so harsh, else. Oh, my fate I 
Nothing but this ? This ? Had a parliament 
Of fiends and furies in a synod sat, 
And devis'd, plotted, parley'd and contriv'd. 
They scarce coidd second this. This? 'tis unparallel'd. 
To strumpet a chaste lady ; injure him 
That rates her honour dearer than his life ; 
T" employ a friend in treasons 'gainst his friend. 
And put that friend to do't : t'impose on me 
The hateful style and blot of pandarism. 
That am a gentleman : nay, worse than this. 
Make me in this a traitor to my country. 
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In giving up their honours. Who but a Moor, 

Of all that bears man's ehape, likest a devil. 

Could have devis'd this horror ? Possible 

That be should mark out me ? What does my f.ice 

Prognosticate, that he should find writ there 

An index of such treasons ? But beware : 

'Twas his own plot; ay, and his cunning, too ; 

ril add that to his project. But a Viceroy, 

And a King's minion, titles that will shadow 

Bis the most base and branded. Not to do it, 

May purchase bis displeasure, which can be 

No less than death, or bondage. Here's propos'd 

Honour and periL — ^But what writes he farther ? 

We are impatient of delays ; thig night 

Let it be done. 

I am doubtful of my purpose. 

And can resolve of nothing. 

[MuLLlSHEG starts out of hit chair, as from a dream. 

Mull. If he fail, 
Pll have his ftesh cut small as winter's enow. 
Or summer's atoms. 

Goodl. Ha ! was that by us ? 

Mull. Where was I? — Oh! I dream'd upon the 
Buddeu: 
How fast was I. 

Goodl. A fair warning 'twaa. — Have you the cunning 
To speak your thoughts in dreams 1 

MtiU. Who's i'th' next room? 

Goodl. My Lord. 

MulL My Captain, was it thou ? 
Sleep did surprise my senses, worthy friend. 
And in my dreams I did remember thee. 

Goodl. How me, my Lord ? 

Mull. Methought I had employ'd thee in a business 
In which thou wert or fearful, or else false ; 
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At which I was so overcome with rage. 
That from my dreams I started. 

Goodl. Seamen aaj, 
Wbeii Halcyons nog, look for a storm that day : 
There's death in my deniaL 

Muli. Did you read 
That seroU we gave you, Capt^ ? There's wrapt up 
A thousand honours for thee, and more gold 
Than, sbouldst thou live a double Nestor's age. 
Thou couldst find ways to lavish. 

Goodl. Add to your work a business of more danger. 
That I may think me worthy ; otherwise. 
This slight employment will but prize me low, 
And of deeertlese merit. 

Mull. TMnk'et thou. Captain, 
It may be easily compass'd F 

Goodl. Dare you trust me ? 

MuU. I dare. 

Goodl. Then know, besides to dare and can, 
I will, though work beyond the power of man, 
111 set my br^s in action. 

MtUL Noble ftiend. 
Above thy tiiougbts our honours shall extend. 

Goodl. I am not to be shaken. 

Mull. Wbere be our eunuchs ? 
Well crown our hopes and wishes with more pomp 
And sumptuous cost than Priam did bis son's. 
That night he bosom'd Helen : she's as fair. 
And well command our pomp to be as rare. 
We will have torches shall exceed the stare 
In number and in brightness : we will have 
Kare change of music shrill and high, 
That shall exceed the spheres in hannony. 
The jewels of her habit shall reflect, 
To daze all eyes that shall behold her state. 
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Our treasure shall like to a torrent rush 

Streame of rewards, richer than T^ua' sands. 

To make theee English strangers swim in gold, 

In wild moriscos we will lead the bride ; 

And when with fall satieties of pleasures 

We are dull and satiate, at her radiant eyes 

Kindle fresh appetite, since they aspire 

X'exceed in brightness the high orbs of fire. 

Make this night mine, ae we are King of Fez, 

Th'art Viceroy, Capttun. \_ExU MuLLlSHEO. 

Goodl. Make my estate much leas. 
And my attempts more honourable. Honour and 

■virtue 
To me soem things in opposition ; 
Nor can we with small danger catch at one. 
But we must lose the other. Oh, my brain. 
In what a labyrinth art thou I Say I could 
Be false, as he would make me, what device, 
What plot, what tnun have I to compass it? 
Or with what &ce can I solidt her, 
In treason towards my &iend ? 

Enter BouGHMAtr. 

Bough. I am to solicit Spencer 
To lie with the Moor's Queen ; a biuunese Best 
Will hardly thank me for : but, howsoeTer, 
I have underta'en it 

Goodl. Impossibilities all : the more I wade, 
The more I drown in weakness. 

Bough. Captain. 

Goodl. Oh! Lieutenant^ 
Never was man perplez'd thus. 

Bough. What ! as yon ? 
Had you but my disturbance in your brain, 
Twould tax a stoic's wit, or CEdipus. 
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Why, Captain, a whole school of BophiBtere 
Could not unriddle me. 

Goodl. I would we might change buainesa. 

Rough. I would give boot eo to be rid of mine. 

Goodl. Shall we be free and open-breaeted? 

Bough. How ? 

Goodl. As thus; 
Tell me thy grievances, and unto thee 
I will unveil my bosom : both disclos'd, 
ID beg in mine thy counsel and assistance; 
Thy cause shall mine command. 

Rough. A heart, a band. 

Goodi. I am to woo Mr Beta to lie with MuUisheg. 

Bou^h. And I woo Sj)&ncer to embrace the Queen. 

Goodl. la't possible ? 

Bough. 'Tis more than possible ; 'tis absolutely past. 

GoodL There's not a hair to choose. Canst counsel 
me? 

Rough. Can you advise meP 

Goodl. I am past my wits. 

Rough. And I beyond all sense. 

Goodl. Wouldst thou do't, here lay the way plain 
before thee? 

Bough. What! for gold betray my friend and country? 
Would you. Captain? 

Goodl. What I and wear a swoid 
To guard my honour and a Christian's futh ? 
rd flesh it here first ! 

Rough. Nobly resolved. 

Goodi. We are not safe. Lieutenant. Moors are 
treacherous. 
Nay, come, thy counsel : Fez hath proffer'd me 
The honour of a Viceroy ; and withal. 
If I should iaiA performance, cunningly 
Hath threatcn'd me with death. 
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Rough. You still propose 
The danger, but you show no way to clear them. 

Goodl. Brain, let me waken thee. — 'Sfoot I hast thou 
no project ? Dost thou partake my dulnesa ? 

Rough. The more I strive, the more I am entangled. 

Goodl. And I, too.— Not yet ? 

Rough. Nor yet, nor ever. 

Goodl. 'Twas coming here, and now again 'tis vanishH 

Rough. Call't back again, for Heaven's sake. 

Goodl. Again. 

Rough. Thanks, Heaven I 

Goodl. And now again 'tis gone. 

Rough. Can you not catch &st hold on't? 

Ooodl. Give me way. 
Let's walk, Lieutenant : could a man propose 
A stratagem to gull this lustful Moor, 
To supply him, and then to satiate her? 

Rough. Good. 

Goodl. Next, out of all these dangers secure us. 
And keep our treasure safe. 

Rough. 'Twere excellent. 

Goodl. But how shall this be done? 

Rough. Why, Captcun, know not you ? 

Ooodl. Thinkst thou it in the power of man to work it ? 
Yet come, I'll try ; I owe my fete a death. 
Be Bway'd by me in all things. 

Rough. Noble Captun, I do not wish to outlive thee. 
{Exeunt. 

EtepUeit Aettu frimui. 
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ACTUS SECUNDUS, Sceka Pkiha. 
Enter Spenceb, Bess, and Clem. 

8p«ne. The King was wondrous pleasant — Oh I my 
Bm, 
How much am I indebted to his highness, 
Only for graoug thee. 

Sew. Could my Spencer 
Think that a harharous Moor could be so train'd 
In human rirtues P 

Clem. Fie upon't I I am eo tired with dancing with 
these same black she chimney-aweeperB, that I can 
Boarce set the beet leg forward : they have bo tired me 
with their moriscoe, and I have bo tickled them with 
our country dances, Sdlen^er'a round, and Tom Tiler. 
We have so fiddled it ! 

Spetw. Sirrah, what news will you tell to your friends, 
when you return into England ? 

Clem. First and foremost, I have observed the wisdom 
of these Moors : for some two days since, being invited 
to one of the chief bashaws to dinner, after meat, seated 
by a huge fire, and feeling his shins to bum, I requested 
him to pull back his chair, but he very understandingly 
sent for three or foiu: masons, and removed the chimney. 
The same Moorian entreated me to lie with him ; and I, 
according to the state of my travels, willing to have a 
candle burmng by, but be by no means would grant it: 
I asked him why. " No," says he ; " we'll put out the 
light, that the fleas may not know where to find us." 

Enter GooDtACK and Roughman. 

Spenc. No storm at sea could be so tyrannous, 
Nor half th' affright bear in his forehead bare. 
As I spy in that look. 
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Ben. Let not your looks presage more terrors than 
Your tongues can speak : out with't at once, liieutenaut. 

^enc. Captain, apeak. 

Goodl. Ware aU loat 

Rough. AU shipwrecked. 

Clem. Are we ashor^ and shall we be cast away? 

8pmc. Great MvUitheg is royaL 

Qoodl. False to you. 

Ben. Gnu^ous and kind. 

Rouffh. Disloyal to us alL 

l^>enc. Wrap me not in these wonders, worthy friend. 
The Tery doubt of what the danger is. 
Is more than danger can be. 

Bet». Be it death, 
So we may die together, here's a heart 
Fear never could affright. 

Goodl. The King still loves your Beg». 

^>enc. Hah! 

Bough. The Queen your Spencer. 

Bern. How? 

Goodl. This night he must enjoy her. 

Rough, And she him. 

Spate. A thousand deaths are in that word con- 
triVd. 
m make my passage through the blood of Kings, 
Bather than suffer this. 

Beti. I through hell. 
Or were there place more dangerous. 

Goodl. Else all die. 

Clem. Die? 'SfootI this is worse than being made 
an eunuch, as I was. 

Spenc. We have yet life, and therefore cherish hope. 

Goodl. AU hopes are banish'd in the deep abyss 
Of our perplexed thoughts. 

Bough. AU things run to retrograde. 
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Begi. Wliy, Capt^n, why. Lieutenant, had you tlie 
skill 
To bring my ship thus far, to wreck her here ? 
Fase'd you the ocean, to perish in the harbour ? 
Thou, Tom Goodlack, 
Wert ever true and just to my defflgne, 
And canst thou fail me now ? 

Goodl. I study for you. 

Bets. Hast thou brought me but to see my Spencer"! 
shadow. 
And not enjoy the substance ? for what more 
Have I yet had from him, than from his picture. 
That once hung in my chamber? Grentlemen, amongst 

you all, 
Sescue an innocent maid trom violence ; 
Or do but Bay it cannot be prevented, 
I b^n, he that best loves me, follow. 

8pmc. What means Bett ? 

Goodl. If it could be faehion'd to my thoughts. 
And have success, 'twere brave. 

8penc. What, noble friend ? 

Goodl. To thrive but as we purpose. 

Spmc. Have you way ? 

Goodl. 'Tis but a desperate course ; and if it fail, 
The worst can be but death ; and I, even I, 
That laid the plot, will teach tliem how to die. 
Fll lead them on. 

Sp^c. If thou hast any project — 

Beis. Joy or comfort — 

Bough. And if not comfort, counsel — 

Goodl. Say it thrive? 

Spenc. What, Captain? what? 

Goodl. You'll rip it from the womb 
Ere it be fully hatch'd. 
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Now, if it proeper but to my desire 
And wishea, 'twere admirable. 

Speno. No longer hold ns in suapeiise, good Captain, 
But free us from theee fears. 

GoodL You, noble friend. 
This night cast gracious eyes upon the Queen. 

Beat. And prove to me disloyal ? 

Goodl. Still you cross me, 
And make the birth abortive. You, fiur Be»s, 
With amorous favours entertain the King. 

Spenc. And yield herself to his intemperate lust? 

Goodl. You still prevent me: either give me way. 
To show you light unto your liberties. 
Or still remain in darkness. 

Mouffk, Hear him out. 

Goodl. You soothe the Queen, 111 flatter with the 
King. 
Let's promise fair on both sides — say 'tis done 
AH to their own desires. 

Spenc. The event of this ? 

Goodl. A happy freedom, with a safe escape 
Unto our ship this night. 

Beti. Oh, coidd this be I 

Goodl. Fortune assists the valiant and the bold : 
We'll hid fair for*!. I had forgot myself: 
Where's Clem f 

Clem. Noble Capt^n. 

Goodl. Post to the ship ; bid Foreet man the long boat 
With ten good musketeers, and at a watchword. 
If we can free our passage, take us in. 
Nay, make haste ; one minute's stay is death. 

Clem. I am gone in a twinkling. 

Goodl. To compass the King's signet ; then, to com- 

Our passage, 'scape the gates and watches too: 
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For that I have brun. The King's upon his entrance. 

Hours waste, revele come on, a thousand projects 

Of death, hopea, aod fears, are warring 

In my boeom, and at once. — 

Eye you the Queen, and humour yoo the King ; 

Let no distaste nor discontented brow 

Appear in you : their last 1*11 make the ground 

To set all &ee, or keep your honour Bound. 

Disperse; the King's on coming. \^Flottrith. 

Enter Mullisheq, Tota, Jopfee, and Alcade. 

MvU. We consecrate this evening, beauteous bride, 
To th' honour of yoiir nuptials. — Is all done? 

Goodl. Done. 

Tota, Is he ours ? 

Rough. Yours. 

Tota. And we ever thine. 

Goodl. Ay, and so cast, that she shall grasp you freely, 
And think she hugs her Spencer. 

Bough. And when he bosoms you, think he enfolds 
His lovely Best. 

Tota. Thou mak'st a queen thy servant. 

Goodl. Your highness' signet, to command our passage 
From chamber to chamber. 

MuU. 'Tis there. 

Goodl. The word. 

Mutt. 'Tis MuUUkeg. 

GoodL This must bring us safe aboard. 

MuU. We keep the bride 
Too long from rest ; now she is free for bed, 

Tota. Please her to accept it, 
In honour of her beauty; this night I'll do her any ser- 
vice. 

Bern. Mighty Princess, 
Ijxcuse my breeding from such arrogance 
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And overbold presumplioii, you nor yours 
Can own me any duty : 'tie, besides, 
The &ebion of our country, not to trust 
The secrets of a nuptial night like this 
To the eyes of any stranger. 

Tola. At your pleasure. 

Bess. With our first night's unlacing, mighty Queen, 
We dare not trust our husbands ; 'tis a modesty 
Our English maids profess. 

MulL Keep your own customs, as you shall think 
best. 
So for this night we leave you to your rest. 

Tota. Bememher. 

Bough. 'Tis writ here. 

MvU. Capt^n. {Externa : manet Goodlack. 

Gi>odl. I am fast — 
Now is my task in labour, and is plung'd 
In thousand throes of child-birth. Dangerous it is 
To deal where kings' aff^rs are questioned. 
Or may be parley'd ; but what's he so base. 
That would not all hb utmost powers extend, 
For freedom of his country and his friend. 
When all the court is silent, sunk in dreams. 
Then must my spirits awake. By this the King 
Has ta'en his leave of bride and bridegroom too ; 
And th' amorous Queen longs for some happy news 
From Bouffhman, as great Fez expects Irom us. 
My friend and Bets, wrapt bi a thousand fears, 
To find my plot in action ; and it now 
Must take new life. Auspicious Fate, thy ud, 
To guard the honour of this English maid. [Exit. 

Enter RovaHHAK, ushering the Queen. 

Bough. Tread soft, good madam. 
Tota. Is this the chamber P 
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Bough, m bring him instantly. 
He thinks this bed provided for Mb Be»», 
And that she lodges here, while she, poor soul, 
Embraeeth naught but tur. 

Tota. Thou mak'st a queen thy servant 

Bimgh. Beware; be not too loud, lest that your 
tongue betray you. 

Tota. Mute aa night ; 
As silent and as secret. Wrongs should be 
Pud with wrongs, for so indeed 'tis meet; 
My just rerenge, though secret, yet 'tis sweet. 
Haste time, and haste our bounty. [Exit. 

Rough. Queen, I shalL — 
So, now were we all safe, and in our Negro shipp'd, 
Might'et thou lie there till doomsday, lustful Queen. 

[Exit. 

Enter Goodlack and the King. 

Goodl. My Loi^d, the custom is in England still 
For nuuds to go to bed before their husbands : 
It eaves their cheek from many a modest blush. 

King. And in the dark. 

GoodL We use it for the most part 

Kinff. Soft may their bones lie in their beds of ashes, 
That brought this custom into England first. 

6(W/..This is the place where Best expects her 



King. Thou Viceroy of Argiers — for. Captain, that 
Is now thy title — thou hast won a King 
To be thy breast companion. 

Goodl. Not too loud. 
Why enters not your lughness ? You are safe. 

King. With as much joy as to our prophet's rest 
But what thinks Spencer of this ? 

Goodl. I have shifted in her place 
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A cert^ Moor, whom I have hired for money. 
Which (poor soul) he entertains for Bess. 

King. Mj excellent friend. 

Goodl. Beware of conference, leat your tongue reveals 
What this safe darkness hides. 

King. I am all silent. — 
Oh I thou contentful night) into thy arms, 
Of all that e'er I tasted, sweetest and best, 
I throw me, more for pleasure than for rest 

\_Exit King. 

Goodl. One fury clasp another, and there beget 
Young devils between you, so fair Bess be safe. 
I have here the King's signet; this will yield us 
Way through the court and city : Bess being mask'd, 
How can she be descried, when none suspect. 
Our flight this day not di-eamt on ? Now to execute 
What was before purpos'd, which if it speed, 
I'll say the heavens have in our fates agreed. [Exit. 

Enter Bess, Spencee, and Eoughhan. 

8pe7U>. How goes the night? 
Bough. 'Tis some two hours from day. 
Bets, Yet no news from the Captain. 
Rough. I have done a midwife's part : I have brought 
the Queen to bed ; I could do no more. 

Enter GoODLACK. 

Spenc. The Captain is come. 
Best. Thy news? 

Goodl. All safe. Faith, wench, I have put them to it 
for a single combat : I have left them at it 
Bess. King and Queen ? 
Goo^. The same. 
Bough. Now for us. 
Qoodl. Ay,there'8 all the danger: there's one Bashaw, 
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Whose eye is fiz'd on Spencer, and he now 
Walka e'en before our lodging. 

Bat. Then, what'e past 
Ifi all yet to no parpoae. 

GoodL He and I 
May freely pass the court ; and you, fair Bea, 
I would di^niee : but then for Spencer f 

BeB». Why, that's the main of all : alt, without hia 
ireedom. 
That we can aim at's nothing. 

Spenc. It shall be thus, which alter none that loTea me. 
With this signet you three shall pass to th' ship : 
Whilst Fm in sight, she will not be suspected. 
My escape leave to my own fur fortune. 

Bets, How that ? 

Spenc. Through twenty Bashaws I will hew my way. 
But I will see thee ere morning. 

Belt. Think'st thou, Spencer, 
That I will leave thee ? Think'st thou that I can ? 
Thou mayst as well part body &om the aoal, 
As part us now : it is our wedding night ; 
Wouldst now divide us ? 

Spmc. Yield to time's necessities. 
And to our strict disasters. 

GomU. Words are vain. 
We now must cleave to action: our stay's death; 
And if we be not quick in expedition. 
We all perish. 

Spenc. Bess, be sway'd. 

Bees. To go to sea without thee. 
And leave thee subject unto a tyrant's cruelty ? 
Ill die a thousand deaths first. 

Spenc. First save one. 
And by degrees the rest. When thou hast pass'd 
The perils of this night, I am half safe ; 
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But whilst thou art eoTiroii'd, more thaa better 
Half of my part's endangec'd. 

Goodl. Talk youreelyes 
To your deaths, do : will you venture forth? 
Leave me to the Bashaw. 

Sou^A. Or me : m buffet with him for my passage. 

Spenc. Neither : in what I purpose I am constant. 
Conduct her safe : th' advantage of the night 
ni take for my escape ; and, my sweet Beti, 
If in the morning I behold thee not 
Safe within my Ifeffro, he assur'd 
I am dead. Nay, now, delays are vain. 

Seg». Sir, did you love me. 
You would not stay behind me. 

Spenc. m faa't so. — 
Gentlemen, be chary of this jewel 
That llirows herself into the arms of night 
Under your conduct. — If I live, my Bes», 
To-morrow Til not fiul thee. 

Best. And if thou diert to-morrow, be assur'd 
To-morrow 111 be with thee. 

Spenc. Shall thy love 
Betray us all to death ? 

Beu. Well, I will go; 
But if thou dost miscarry, think the ocean 
To be my bride-bed. 

Spmc. Heaven for ua I 
That power that hath preserv'd us hitherto. 
Will not let's sink now. — And, brave gentlemen. 
Of the Moor's bounty bear not any thing 
Unto onr ship, lest they report of us 
We fled by night, and robb'd them. 

Goodi. Nobly resolv'd. 

Spenc. Now embrace and part ; and my sweet Best, 
This be thy comfort 'gainst all fiitnre fears, 
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To meet in mirth that now divide in tears ; 
Farewell, Bets. — 111 back into my chamber. 

Be»». Can I part with life 
In more distracted horror ? 

Ooodl. You spoil all 
That we before have plotted. 
Will you mask youreelf P and to the Porter first. 
Hoi Porter! 

Enter Porter. 

Porter. Who calls? 

Goodl. One from the King. 

Porter. How shall I know that ? 

Goodl. This token be your warrant : behold his signet. 

\_Porler.1 That's not enough : the word ? 

Goodl. MuUUkeg. 

Porter. Pass freely. — Some wraghty bu^ess is in 
hand, 
That the King's signet is abroad so late. 
But no matter; this ia my discharge: 111 to my rest. 

[Exit Porter. ■ 

Enter Batkau) Alcade. 

Ale. I much suspect, 
These English 'mongst themselves axe treacherous. 
I have observ'd, the King had conference with the 
Captain: many whiaperings and passages I have ob- 
served ; but that which makes me most suspect is, be- 
cause the King hath removed his lodging, and it may 
be to prostitute the English maid. Hah I suspect, scud 
I ? nay, ejtamine things exactly, and 't must needs be 
so : the King is wondrous bountiful, and what is't gold 
cannot ? Troth, I could even pity the poor forlorn 
Englishman, who this night must be forced to lie alone, 
and have the King taate to him. 
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Ewter Spencbb. 

Spenc. Sure, tlus Moor hath been made private to 
the King's intents, which if I find. 111 make him the 
instrument for me to pass the Court gates. This man, 
whose office was to keep me, shall be the only means to 
free me. 

Ale. On his marriage night, and up at this hour! 
Nay, if I once suspect, 'tie as firm as if it were confirmed 
by Alcoran, or Mahomet himself had sworn it. Ill sport 
myself with his distaste and sorrow. 

Spenc. Thus abus'd. 

Ale. What I up so late, and on your bridal night. 
When you should lie lull'd in the fast embrace 
Of your fair nustress. — I hope I have pven't him 
soundly. 

Spme. Is't possible. 
To lodge my bride in one place, and dispose me 
To a wrong chamber? she not once send to me. 
That I might know to find her. 

Ak. Excellent! 
Nay, if I once suspect, it never fails. 

Spenc. Ill not take 't 
At the hands of an Empress, much less at hers. 

Ale. Why, what's the business, sir? Oh! I guess 
the cause of your grief. 

Spenc. And, sir, you may ; but 111 be revenged. 

Ale. Troth, and I would. 

Spenc. Ill bosom somebody, 
Be it the common'st courtezan in Fez, 
If not for love, to vex her. 

Ale. Can you do less ? 

Spenc. To leave me the first night. 

Ale. Oh ! 'twas a sign she never dearly lov'd yon. 

Spenc. I perceive. Bashaw Aleade, you understand 
my wrongs. 
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Ale, In part, tliough not in whole. 
Spenc. Your word is warrant : pass me the Court gate. 
Ill to some loose bordello, and tell her when I have done. 
Ale. Were it my cause, I'd do thia, and more. 
Spene. Make me wait thus 1 
Ale. Oh I sir, 'tia insufferable. 
Spenc. Troth, I daUy my revenge too long. What, ho! 

Enter Porter. 

Porter. How now I Who calls ? 

Ale. Here's Bashaw Akade : torn the key. 

Porter. His name conunonds my gate : pass freely. 

Bpenc. Sir, I am bound to you. 
To take this wrong, I should be held no man. — 
Now to the watch ; 'scape there as I can. \Exit, 

Ale. Ha, ha I bo long as she sleeps in the arms of 
Fez, let him pack where he pleaaes. — Porter, now he's 
without, let him command his entrance no more, neither 
for reward nor entreaty, till day breaks. 

Porter. Sir, he shall not. 

Ale. 'Tis well we are so rid of him : MuUithsg will 
^ve me great thanks for this. 
Ill to his chamber, there attend without. 
Till he shall waken from his drowsy rest. 
And then acquiunt him with this fortunate jest. 

\_Exit. 

Alarum. Enter SowERyLieutenant; ^VESCts, prisoner, 
andicounded. 

Joff. Sir, though we wonder at your noble deeds. 
Yet I must do the office of a subject. 
And take you prisoner. By that noble blood 
That runs in these my yeins, when I behold 
The slaughter you have made, which wonders me, 
I wish you had escap'd, and not been made captive 
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To Ilim, who though be may admire and lore jrou. 
Yet cannot help you. 

8pmc. Your style is lite your birth, for you are Joffir, 
Chief Bashaw to the King ; and him I know 
Lord of most noble thoughts. Speak: what's my 
danger P 

Joff. Know, sir, a double forfeit of your life. 
Your outrage first is death, being in the night, 
And 'gfUQst the watch; but those that you have 

slain 
In this fierce conflict brings it without all bounds 
Of pardon. 

Spenc. I was horn to't, and I embrace my fortune. 

Joff. Sir, now I know you 
To be that brave and worthy Englishman, 
So highly grao'd in Court, which more unazeth me. 
That you should thus requite him with the slaughter 
Of his lov'd subjects. 

Spenc. I entreat yon, sir. 
As you are noble, question me no farther: 
I have many private thoughts that trouble me. 
And not the fear of death. 

Joff. We know your name, and now have prov'd your 
courage: ' 
Both these move us to give you as easy bondage 
As our loyalty to the King can sufTer. 
You are free from irons. 

Spenc. When this news shall come to her I 

Joff. Lieutenant, lead the watch some distance off; 
Bid them remove those bodies lately slun : 
I must have private confereace with this prisoner. 
Leave him to my chtu^e. — 
Sir, think me, though a Moor, 
A nation strange unto you Christians, 
Yet that I can be noble : but in you 



^dbyGooglc 



120 THE PAIB UAID OF THE WEST. 

I liave observ'd etrange contrarieties, 
Which I would he resoWd in. 

8pmc. Speak yonr thonghta. 

Joff. When I conferr'd the nohleneea of your blood 
With this your present passion, I much muse 
Why either such a email effuse of blood, 
These your slight wounds, or the pale fear of death. 
Should have the power to force a tear from such 
A noble eye, 

Spene. Why, think'st tho»i. Bashaw, 
That wounds, blood, or death. 
Could force a tear from me ? Thou noblest of thy 

nation. 
Do not so far misprize me. I tell thee. Bashaw, 
The rack, strappado, or the scalding oil, 
The burning pincers, or the boiling lead. 
The stakes, the pikes, the cauldron, or the wheel. 
Were all these tortures to be felt an once, 
Could not draw water hence. 

Jof, Whence comes it, then ? 

Spenc. From that whose pains as far surmount all 
those. 
As whips of Furies do the ladies' fans, 
Made of the plumes o' th' estridge : this, like the sun. 
Extracts the dew from my declining soul. 
And swims mine eyes in moist effeminacy. 
Oh I BeM, Bess, Bem, Besg. 

Joff. Dead pity you have waken'd in my bosom. 
And made me with you like compassionate. 
Freely relate your sorrows. 

Spenc, Sir, I shalL 
K you have ever lov'd, or such a maid, 
So fiur, so constant, and so chaste as mine, 
And should Fortune, too lamentable Fortune, 
Betray her to a black, abortive fate. 
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How would it wring you I Or if you had a heart. 
Made of that metal that we white men have. 
How would it melt in you ! 

Joff. Sir, you confound me. 

Bpene. I will be brief. The travels of my Bett, 
To fiad me out, you have partook at full. 
In presence of tlie King ; theee I omit. 
Now, when we came to sum up all our joy. 
And this night were ent'ring to our hoped bhse, 
The King — oh, most unworthy of that name I — 
He quite fell off from goodness. 

Joff. Who— afW/M%? 

Spenc. His lust outweigh'd hie honour'; and as if his 
soul 
Were blacker than his face, he laid plots 
To take this sweet night from me ; but prevented, 
I have convey'd my beauteous bride aboard. 
My Captain and Lieutenant. 

Jiff. Are they escap'd ? 

Spenc. Safe to my Negro. Thus far fortune led me 
Through many dangers, till I pass'd this bridge. 
The last of all your watches. And muse not, 
Bashaw, that I thus single durst oppose myself: 
I wore my mistress here, and she, not I, 
Made me midway a conqueror. 

Joff. She being at sea. 
And safe, why should your own fates trouble you ? 

Spenc. Renowned Moor, there is your greatest error. 
When we parted, I swore, by the honour of a gentle- 
man. 
And as I ever was her constant friend, 
If I surviv'd, to visit Her aboard 
By such an hour ; but if I fail, that she 
Should think me dead: now, if I break one minute, 
She leaps into the sea. 'Tis this, great Bashaw, 
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That from a soldier's eyes draws pearly tears : 
For my own person I despise all fears. 

Joff. You have deeply toucli'd me ; and to let you 
know 
All moral virtnes are not solely grounded - 
In th' hearts of Christians, go, and pass free; 
Keep your appointed hour ; preaerre her life. 
I will conduct you past all danger ; but withal, 
Kemember my head's left to answer it. 

Speac. Is honour fled from Christiuis unto Moore, 
That I may say, iu Barbary I found 
"niis rare black swan? 

Joff. And when you are at sea, 
The wind, no question, may blow fair ; your anchors, 
They are soon weigh'd, and you have sea-room tree 
To pass unto your country. 'Tis but my life ; 
And I shall think it nobly spent to save you. 
Her, and your tnun, from many sad cUaasters. 

Spenc. Sir, I thank you. 
Appoint me a fix'd hour : if I return not. 
May I be held a scorn to Christendom, 
And recreant to my country. 

Joff. By three to-morrow. 

Sp0nc. Bind me by some oath. 

Joff. Only your hand luid word. 

Spenc. Which if I break, — 
What my heart thinks, my tongue forbears to speak. 

Joff. m bear you past all watches. \_Eiceunt. 

EtrpUcit Ac^u teoundua. 
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ACTUS TERTIUS, Scena Pbima. 
Enter Mullisheq and Tota. 

MvU. Through satiate with the pleaaurea of tliis night, 
The momiiig calls me &om the sweet embraces 
Of the fair English damsel. 

Tota. The English stranger 
Is stol'n from forth mine arms ; I tun at ftill reveng'd. 
Were I agun to match, I'd marry one 
Of this brave nation, if a gentleman, 
Before the greatest monarch of the world. 
They are such sweet and loving bedfellows. 
Now to my chamber : darkaess guide my way. 
Lest what none yet suspect the night betray. 
Let all like me wrong'd in their nuptial bed. 
Hot aim at th' heart, but rather strike at th' head. 

MuU, Venetian ladies, nor the Per^an girls. 
The French, the Spanish, nor the Turkish dames, 
Ethiop, nor Greece, can kiss with half that art 
These English can ; nor entertain their friends 
With tenth part of that ample willingness 
Within their arms. 

Enter Baihaw Alcade. 

Ale. Your highness called. 

Mvil. To tell thee that none shall partake but thoo. 
Oh ! I have had the sweetest night's content 
That ever king enjoy'd. 

Ale. With the fur English bride. 

MtdL Nor envy if I raise the Capttun for't, 
For he shall mount. 

Ale. And he deserves it j but to me you owe 
Part of that honour : I had a hand in't, too, 
Although, perhaps, you thought me ignorant 
In what is past. 
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MuU. Hadat thou no more 
Thstn half a finger Id this night's content, 
It shall not be foi^ot ; but thou, as he, 
Shall be ms'd one step higher. 

Ale. Observing what had pase'd, I spied the bride- 
groom. 
As still mine eyes were fix'd on him, up and late ; 
Then, by a trick, a pretty sleight, a fine fetch o£ nune 

I pass'd him forth the gates, and gave command 
He should not have hie entrance back i^iun, 
Neither for reward or entreaties, till day broke; 

MuU. Your Mm in that? 

Ale. For fear lest he by some suspicious jealousy 
Should have disturb'd your rest. 

Mtill. Thy providence 
Shall not die unrewarded. Sluf% him hence. 
And with his will, too, this makes thee 
Of our Council 

Ale. 'Tia an honour 
My wisdom hath long mm'd at, and I hope 
Now shall receive his merit. 

Enter a Negro. 

Negr. Pardon, great King, that I thus rudely press 
Into your private bed-chamber. 

MuU. Speak ; thy news ? 

Negr. The English Captmn, with tiie lovely bride. 
With her Lieutenant, hath secretly this night. 
With your Highnese* signet and the word, 
Pass'd the court gates, pass'd all the watches, and 
Grot aboard their Negro, 
And I was sent to know your Highness' pleasure. 

MuU. Hah! this night? — Alcade, seek, search; 
I left her sleeping in our royal bed. 
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Ale. I shall, my Lord. — I half euspect. [Ert(. 

Mull, But was not Spencer with them? 

N^. Only they three : 
And we, by virtue of your highneBs' signet, 
Fass'd them the court gates without trouhle. 
Re-enter Bathaw Alcade. 

MvUl. We are amaz'd. 
Alcade, whom find'st ihou there? 

Ale. Nothing, my Lord, but empty sheets, 
A bed new tose'd, but neither English lady, 
Nor any lady else. 

MvU. We stand aetonish'd, 
Kot knowing what to answer. 

Enter a second Metsenger. 

Meti. Pardon, great King, if I relate the news 
That will offend you highly. 

Midi. That the English Capt^n, lady, and Lieu- 
tenant, are esciip'd ? 

Mess. But that's not all. 

MvU. Can there be worse behind? 

Men. Yes ; if the loss of your dear subjeeta' lives 
Be worse than their escape. Spencer, without 
The signet or the word, being left behind. 

MtdL [To Alcade] You call'd the porter up, 
And let him after. 

Ale. Pardon, great King. 

Mull. Waa this your trick, your sleight, your stra- 
tagem? 
As we are King of Fez, thy life shall pay 
The forfeit : thine own tongue shall sentence thee. — 
But to the rest. 

Meat. Then pass'd he to the bridge, 
Where stood anned men, in number forty. 
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Maugre all their strength, with his good sword 

He would have made through all ; 

And in this fierce conflict, mx, to the maze 

Of all the rest, were bIud ; nor would he yield, 

'nil suddenly we rus'd a loud alarm. 

At which the capt^n of the watdt came down. 

And BO there surpria'd him. 

MtdL Is he prisoner, then ? 

Meii. In custody of the great Bashaw Joffm; 
With whom we left him. 

MvU. Command our Bashaw 
To hring him clogg'd in irons. — These English pirates 
Have robh'd us of much treasure ; and for that 
His trait'rous life dmil answer. — But for the^ tnutor. 
Thou hadst a hand in his escape ; 
Thou shalt be sure to pay for't. 

Ale. Alas I my lord. 
What I did was merely ignorance. 

MiiU. Nay, bribes ; 
And I shall find it so. — Bear him to guard. — 

[JSiFii Alcade, ffuarded. 
What dissolute strumpet did that trMt'rous Capt^n 
Send to our sheets ? But all our injuries 
Upon that English prisoner well revenge : 
As we iu state and fortune hope to rise, 
A never heatd of death that trtutor dies. 

ErOer Captain Goodlack, Besb, Roughman, Clem. 

Beta. No news from Forg^ jet, that wuts or Spender. 
The long boat's not returned 7 

Goodl. Not yet. 

Beu. Clem, to the main-top, Clem, and give us notice 
If thou aeeet any like them make from the shore : 
The day is broke already. 

Clem. With all my heart, so you will give me warn- 
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ing before the gunner shoots, leBt I tamble down again, 
and put mj neck a eecond time in danger. 

Bess. Prithee, begone : let's have no jesting now. 

Clem, Then VH to the mwn-top in earnest. 

GoodL How fares it with you, Bess f 

Bess. Like a heartless creature, a body without mo- 
tion. 
How can I choose, when I am come to sea. 
And left my heart ashore ? What 1 no news yet ? 

Goodl. None. 

Bess, I prithee, Rou^hman, step into my cabin. 
And bring me here my hour-glass. 

BouffA. That I shalL 

Goodl. To what end would you use it ? 

Bess. Shall I tell thee, Captun? 
I would know how long I have to live : 
That glaae once tum'd, the sandy hour quite run, 
I know my Spencer's dead, and my life's done. 

Enter Boughuan itilk the glaas. 

Bough. Your glass. 

B^s. Gramercy, good Lieutenant. 
'Tis better than a gaudy looking-^la^ 
To deck our faces in : that shows our pride. 
But this our ends those glasses seek to hide. — 
Have you been all at prayers ? 

Both. We have. 

Bets. I thank you, gentlemen. 
Never more need : and you would say as I do, 
Did you but know how near our ends some are. 
Dost thou not think, Captfun, my Spencers sl^n ? 

Goodl. Yet hope the best. 

Bess. This is the hour he promis'd : Captun, look. 
For I have not the heart, and truly tell me 
How far 'tis spent. 
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[QoodlJ] Some fifteen minuteB. 

Be$$. Alas I no more? I pritliee, tok't away; 
Even just so many hare I left to pray. 
And then to break my heart-Btrings. N^one that loves me 
Speak one word to me of him, or any thing. 
If in your secret cabins youTl bestow 
Of him and me some tears and hearty prayers. 
We, if we live, shall thank you. Good gentlemen, 
Eng^e me BO far to you. 

Enter Clem. 

Ciem. News, news, news I 

Bete. Good or bad? 

Clem. Excellent, most excellent; nay, super-excel- 
lent. Forget and all his companions are rowing hither 
like madmen ; and there is one that sits i' th' stem, and 
does not row at all ; and that ie, — let me see who is it ? 
I am sure 'tis he, — noble Spencer. 

Be»s. Speneer! 
Heart, let me keep thee : thou wast up to heaven 
Halfway in rapture. — Art thou sure? 

Clem. I think youTl make a man swear his heart out 

Besi. Teach me but how 
I shaU. receive him when he comes aboard. 
How shall I bear me. Captain, that my joy 
Do not transcend my soul out of this earth. 
Into the fdr, with passionate ecstasy ? 

Enter Spencer, 

Goedl. Now, farewell Barbary. King MuUiskeg, 
We have Beit-room and wind at will : not ten 
Of thy best gallies, arm'd with Moors, 
Can fetch us back. 

Rougk. For England, gentlemen I 

Beae. Oh I where's the gunner ? 
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See all the ordnance be straight dischai^'d. 
For joy my Speneer lives : let's mist ourselves 
In a thick cloud of smoke, and speak our joys 
Unto the highest heavens in fire and thunder. 

Bouffh. To make the Queen vex and torment herself. 

Beet. To make the King tear his contorted locks, 
Curl'd like the knots of furies. Oh I this music 
DoUi please me better than th' efifeminate things 
Tun'd to their wild moriscos : dance, my eonl. 
And caper in my bosom, joyful heart. 
That I have here my Spencer. 

GoodL Come, weigh anchor, 
Hoist sail : we have a f^r and gentle gale 
To bear us to our cotmtry. 

Spenc. Captain, stay. 

Beet. I did not hear my Bpettcer speak till now ; 
Nor would my sudden joy give me that judgment. 
To spy that sadness in thee I now see. 
Good, what's the cause ? canst thou conceal't from me ? 
What ! from thy Bets f Whence came that sigh ? 
You will not tell me. No ; do not: 
I am not worthy to partake your thoughts. 
Do you repent you that you see us safe 
Embark'd for England, to enjoy me there? 
Is there some other that you better love ? 
Let me but know her, and for your sweet sake 
m serve her, too. Come, I will know the cause. 

8pmc. Know all in one : 
Now I have seen you, I must leave you. Beet. 

Bete. Leave me? Oh, fatal! — [Svioom. 

Spenc. Speak, my Beet : it is thy Spencer tells thee. 

Bete. That he will leave me. If the same tongue 
That wounded me gives me no present cvire, 
It will again entrance me. 

Spenc. Arm yourself: 
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It must be spoke agun, for I tnuat leave 70U. 

My honour, tkith, and country, nre engaged, 

The reputation of a Chrifltian's pawn'd ; 

And all that wear that eacred livery 

Shall in my breach be scandal'd. Moors will say 

We boast of faith, none does good works but they. 

Ben. I am nor sleep nor waking, but my eenees 
All in a oonfus'd slumber. 

Qoodl. Sir, reBolve us : 
You wrap us in a labyrinth of doubts, 
From which, I pray, unloose us. 

8pmc. I shalL 
I made my way through elaughter ; but at length 
The watch came down, and took me prisoner 
Unto a noble Bashaw : for my valour. 
It pleas'd him to admire me ; but, when sorrow 
To disappoint my Ben struck me in passion. 
He utg'd me freely to relate my griefs, 
Which took in him such deep impression. 
That, on my word and promise to return 
By such an hour, he lefl himself in hostage, 
To give me my desires. 

Goodl. 'Twas nobly done; 
But what's the lives of twenty thousand Moors, 
To one that is a Christian ? 

Rvuffh. We have liberty and free way to our country : 
Shall not we take th' advantage that the heavens 
Have lent ua ; but now, as if we scom'd 
Their gracious bounty, give up ourselves 
To voluntary bondage? 

BeBB. Prize you my love no better, than to rate it 
Beneath the friendship of a barbarous Moor ? 
Caa you, to save him, leave me to my death? 
Is this the just reward of all my travails? 

Spetw. I prize my honour, and a Chriatian's faith. 
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Above what earth can yield. Shall Fez report. 
Unto our coautry's shame, and to the scandal 
Of our religion, that a barbarous Moor 
Can exceed us in nobleness ? No ; I'll die 
A hundred thousand deaths first. 

Bet». 0\ my fate ! Waa ever mud thus cross'd. 
That have so oft been brought to see my bliss. 
And never taate it ? 
To meet my Spencer living, after death, 
To join with him in marriage, not enjoy him? 
To have him here, free from the barbarous Moore, 
And now to lose him ? Being so oft r^e'd 
Unto the height of all felicicity, 
To make my ruin greater. If you needs 
Will hazard your own person, make me partner 
la this thy present danger : take me with thee. 

Spews. Not for the world ; no living soul shall bleed 
One drop for me. 

Bess. Canst thou be so unkind? Then, false man, 
know 
That thou hast taught me harshness. I without 
Thee came to Mamorah, and to my country back 
I will return without thee. I am here, 
In mine own vessel, mine own trun about me ; 
And since thou wilt forsake me, to embrace 
The Queen of Moors, though coining strange excuse. 
E'en at thy pleasure be it ; my way's into my country. 
Farewell ; 111 not shed one tear more. 

Spenc. My parting's death ; 
But honour w^ens me. The hour draws nigh; 
And if I fail one minute, he must die. 
The long boat now! — Farewell, Beas. [Bwit. 

Besi. Why, farewell: 
Spmcer, I always lov'd thee but too well. 

k2 
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Captain, tliine ear. — 

This I have vow'd, and Uiis you all ehall swear. 

Enter Mollishsq, Qae&n, Joffeb, Headsman, 

Stuil. Produce your prisoner, Bashaw. 

Joff. Mighty King, 
Had you beheld his prowess, and, withal. 
But seen his passions, you would then, like me, 
Have pitied hie disasters. 

MtM. We know no pity for an injury 
Of that high naturci more than our rerenge. 
We have vow'd his death, and he shall therefore die. 
Go, bring him forth. 

Joff. Spore me, my lord, but some few hours, I shalL 

MuU. The least delay is death. 

Joff. Then know, my lord, he was my prisoner. 

MvU. How! was, and is not? 

Joff. By promise — 

MvU. Not in gyves ? 

Joff. He's gyved to me by luth, but else at liberty. 

MvU. I pray lumddle us, and teach us that 
Wluch we de^re to know: where is the English 
prisoner? 

Joff. I presum'd, my lord. 
Such noble valour could not be lodg'd alone. 
Without some other virtues, futh and honour: 
Therefore I gave him freedom to hie ship. 
Only upon his promise to return. 
Now, if there be such nobleness in a Christian, 
Which, being a Moor, I have express'd to him, 
He will not see me perish. 

MvU. Foolish Bashaw, 
To jest away thy head. You are all conspirators 
Agiunst our person, and you all shall die. 
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Why, ouiBt thou think a stranger, bo remote 
Both io country and religion, being embark'd 
At sea, and under sail, free from our bands. 
In the arms of hia fair bride) 
His Captun and his sailors all aboard. 
Sea room and wind at will, and will return, 
To expose all these to voluntary dangers. 
For a bare yerbal promise ? 

JoJ'. If he comes not, 
Be this mine honour. King ; that though I bleed, 
A Moor a Christian thus far did exceed. 

MtiU. The hour is past j 
The Christian hath broke faith. — 
Off with hia head I 

Enter Spencer. 

8penc. Yet come at last. 

MuU. Is't possible P can Kngland, so far distant. 
Harbour such noble virtues ? 

Joff. I beshrew you, sir. 
You come nnto your death, and you have ta'en 
Much honour from me, and engroes'd it ^1 
To your own fame. 'Twould have liv'd longer by me 
Than any monument can last, to have lost 
My life for such a noble stranger. 
Whose virtue even in this last act appears. 
I wish this blood, which now are friendly tears. 
You are come unto your death. 

Spenc. Why, 'twas my purpose ; 
And by that death to make my honour shine. — 
Great MvUitheg, cherish this noble Moor, 
Whom all thy confines cannot parallel 
For virtue and true nobleness. Ere my ship 
Should with such black diahonour bear me safe 
Into my country by thy Bashaw's death. 



^dbyGooglc 



1S4 XH£ FAIB HAID OF THE WEST. 

I would have bent my ordnance 'gunet her keel. 
And sunk her in the harbour. 

Mull. Thoa hget elain 
Six of our subjects. 

J<!^. Oh I had you seen 
But with what eminent valour — 

Mull Naught that's ill 
Can be well done : then, Baehaw, speak no more. 
His life is merely forfeit, and he shall pay it. 

Spme. I am proud, Fez, that I now owe thee nothing, 
But have in me ability to pay. 
If it be forfeit, take it : lay all on me ; 
m pay the debt, then set the Bashaw free. 

MuU. Besides misprizing all our gradous favours. 
To violate our laws, infringe our peace. 
Disturb our watch by night; and now, perhaps 
Having robb'd us of mudi treasure, stol'n to sea. 

Spenc. In that thou art not royal, MuUiekeff, 
Of all thy gold and jewels lately g^ven us, 
There's not a doit embark'd ; 
For, finding thee dishonourably unkind. 
Scorning thy gold, we left all behind. 

Toia. If private men be lords of such brave spirits. 
How royal should their princes ba 

Mull Englishman, 
There's but one way for thee to save thy life 
From imminent death. 

^tmc. Well, propose it. 

Mull. Instantly 
Send to thy Negro, and surrender up 
Thy Captain and thy fair bride : otherwise. 
By all the holy rites of our great Prophet, 
Thou shalt not live an hour. 

Spews. Alas! good King, 
I pity and despise thy tyranny : 
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Not live an hour ? And when my head is oS, 
What canst thou do then ? Call'st thou that revenge. 
To ease me of a thousand turbulent griefs. 
And throw my soul in glory for my honour ? 
Why, thou BtriVrt to make me happy : but for her, 
Wert thou the king of all the kings on earth ; 
Could thou lay all their sceptres, robes, and crowns. 
Here at my feet, and hadst power to instal me 
Emperor of the universal empery, 
Rather than yield my basest ship boy up. 
To become thy slave, much less betray my bride 
To thee and to thy brutish lust, know. King 
Of Fez, I'd c&e a hundred thousand deaths first. 
MttU, m try your patience^ — Off with his head ! 

Enter Bess, Goodlack, and Rououhan. 

Bess. Here's more work. — Stay ! 

Spene. What make you here ? 
You wrong me above injury. 

Sess. If you love blood. 
That river spare, and for him take a flood ; 
Be but so gracious as save him alone : 
And, great King, see, I bring thee three for one. 
Spare him, thou shalt have more. 
The lives of all my train. What eay'st thou to't ? 
And with their lives, my shq) and all, to boot 

Spenc. I could be angry with you above measure. 
In your four deaths I die, that had before 
Taat«d but one. 

'Mull. Captain, art thou there ? Howe'er these 
&re. 
Thou shalt be sure to pay for't. 

Goodl. 'Tis my least care. 
What's done b mine, I here confess't ; 
Then seize my life, in ransom of the rest. 
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Tola. Lientenant, you are a base villain. 
What groom betray'd yon to our sheeta ? 

Rough. Please keep your tongue ; I did yon no dis- 
honour. 

Tota. Whom did you bring to onr &ee embraces ? 

Bough. 'Twas the King : conceal what's past. 

Tota. Howe'er my mind, then yet my body's chaste. 

Bough. Make use on't. 

Spenc DismisB, great King, these to their ship a^vsa ; 
My hfe is solely forfeit : take but that, 
I shall report thee memfuL 

Bet». It were no justice. King, to forfeit his, 
And to spare mine : I am as deep as lie ; 
Since what my Spencer did weib all for me. 

GtxxS. Great King, if any faulted, then 'twas I : 
I led them on, and therefore first should die. 

Rough. I am as deep as any. 

Joff. Oh \ had my head 
Excus'd all these, I had been nobly dead. 

Ben. Why pause you, King? Is't by our noble 
virtues, 
That you have lost the use of speech ? Or can you think 
That, Spencer dead, you might inherit me ? 
No ; first, with Koman Portia, Pd eat fire. 
Or, with Lucretia, character thy lust 
'Twizt these two breasts. Stood I engag'd to death, 
I'd scorn for life to bend a servile knee; 
But 'tis for thee, my Spencer. [Kneelt.'] What was 

his fault? 
'Twas but to save his own, rescue hia dear bride 
From adulterate sheets; and must he die for this? 

MiM. Shall lust in me have chief predominance, 
And virtuous deeds, for which in Fez 
I have been long renown'd, be quite ezil'd ? 
Shall Christians have the honour 
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To be sole heirs of goodness, and we Moora 
Barbarous and bloody ? — Captain, resolve me, 
What common courtezan didst thou convey 
Into our royal bed P 

T<^. I can excuse him. Pardon me, great King : 
I, having private notice of your ploto. 
Wrought him unto my purpose ; and 'twas I 
Lodg'd in your arms that night. 

MvS,. These English are in all thinge honourable. 
Nor can we tax their ways in any thing, 
Unless we blame their virtues. — English miud. 
We ^ve thee once more back unto thy husband. 
Whom likewise freely we receive to grace : 
And, as amends for our pretended wrongs. 
With her well tender such an ample dower. 
As shall renown our bounty. But we fear 
We cannot recompence the injurious loss 
Of your last night's expectations. 

Bett. 'TIS full amends. 
Where but the least part of your grace extends. 

M%M. Capt^, we prize thy virtues to thy &iends, 
Thy faith to us, and zeal unto our Queen. — 
And, Bashaw, for thy nobleness to a gentleman 
Of such approved valour and renown. 
We here create thee Viceroy of Argiers, 
And do esteem thee next our Queen in grace. — 
y have quench'd in me all lust, by which shall grow 
Virtues which Fez and all the world shall know. 

8pmc. We shall report your boimties, and your 
royalties 
Shall fly through all the parts of Christendom. 

Ben. Whilst Bets has gold, which is the meed of 
bays. 
Shell make our English poeta tune thy pnuse. — 
And now, my Spencer, after all oiu: troubles, 
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CrosseBj and threat'ninga of tlie sea's rough brow, 
I ne'er could say thou wert mine own till now. 

MuU. Call this your harbour, and your haven of joy ; 
For so well strive to make it, noble strangers : 
Those virtues you have taught ua by your deeds, 
We futurely will strive to imitate. 
And for the wrongs done to the hop'd del^hts 
Of your Ust night's divorce, double the maga^dne 
With which our largess should have sweli'd your ship. 
A golden Giil th' art call'd ; and, wench, be bold, 
Thy lading back shall be with pearl and gold. 

Enter Chokus. 

CAor, Ima^ne Best and Spencer under sail : 
But the intelligence of their great wealth 
Being bruited 'mongst the merchants, oomes to th' ears 
Of a French pirate, who, with two ships well rigg'd. 
Waylays them in their voyage. Jjong they fought. 
And many slain on both sides ; but the Frenchmen, 
Proud of their hopeful conquest, boarding twice. 
Are twice blown up; which adds courage to the English, 
But to the Frenchmen fear. Just as they buckled, 
Spencer and Goodlack, with two proof targets arm'd. 
Into the French ship leap, and on the hatches 
There make a bloody slaughter : but at that instant. 
The billows sweli'd, the winds grew high and loud. 
And as the soul and body use to part. 
With no leas force these lovars are divided. 
He wafts to her, and she makes signs to him : 
He calls, and she replies : they both grow hoarse 
With shriekiiig out their last &rewelL Now she swoons. 
And sinks into Uie arms of Rouffhman. Spencer 
Upon a chest gets hold, and safe arriveB 
r th' Marquis of Ferrara's country. The like adventure 
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Chanc'd Goodlach : upon a mast he pierces Italy, 
Where tliese two Dukes were then at odds. Spmcer is 

chosen 
Ferrara's champion ; Mantua makes Goodlach his. 
What happened them, if you desire to know. 
To cut off words, well act it in diunh show. 

yOniHb thow. 
The Dukes hy them aton'd, they grac'd and preferr'd 
Take their next way towards ^Florence. — ^What of Bea, 
Boughman, and Clem becomes, must next succeed. 
The seas to them Uke cruel proves, and wrecks 
Their Negro on the coast of Florence, where 
They wander up and down 'mongst the bandittiea. 
More of their fortunes we will next pursue. 
In which we mean to be as brief as true. [Exit. 

Explicit Aetm tertius. 



^dbyGooglc 



140 THE FAIB MAID OF THE W£6T. 

ACTUS QUAKTU8, Scena Pbima. 
Enter Bess, Kouqhman, and Cleh. 

Bet*. Allbloetl 

Sough. Save these omselTeB. 

Clem. For my part, I have not so much left as a clean 
shirt 

Bes». And Spmeer, too: had the seas left me him, 
I should have thought them kind ; but in his &te 
All wishes, fortunes, hopes of better days, 
Expire. 

Bough. Spencer may live. 

Clem. Ay, that he may, if it be but in a sea-water 
green eait, as I was, among the haddocks. 

Beti. How many bitter plunges have I pass'd, 
Ere I could win my Spencer ! who no sooner 
Married, but quite divorc'd ; possest for some few days. 
Then rent asunder ; as soon a widow as I was a bride : 
This day the mistress of many thousands, 
And a b^gar now, not worth the clothes I wear. 

Rough. At the lowest ebb 
The tides still flow ; besides, being on the ground. 
Lower we cannot felL 

Be»g. Yes ; into the ground, the grave. 
Boughman, would I were there ; till then I never 
Shall have true rest. X fain wotdd know 
What greater misery Heaven can inflict, 
I have not yet endur'd : 
If there be such, I dare it ; let it come. 

Enter Captain \<yf] BanSittiei, and others. 

Band. Seize,and surprise the prisoners! thou artmine. 
Rough. Villain, hands off! Know'at thou whom thou 
oflendest? 
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Band. Bind her foBt, and after captive him. 

Rough. I will rather diet 
Than suffer her sust^ least injury. 

[K0U6HMAN is beaten off. Eseit Cleh. 

Bess. What's thy purpose? 

Band. In oH my trav«l8 and my quest of blood, 
I ne'er encounter'd such a beauteous prize. 
Heavens I if I thoiight you would accept his thanks. 
That trades in deeds of hell, I would acJmowledge 
Myself in debt to you. 

Ben. What's thy intent. 
Bold TiUiun, that thou mak'st this preparation ? 

Band. I intend to ravish thee. 

Bew. All goodness pardon me; and you, blest 
heavens. 
Whom I too boldly challeng'd for a misery 
Beyond my Spencer's loss. What I rape intended? 
I had not thought there had been such a mischief 
Devis'd for wretdied woman. Ravish me ! 
'Tis beyond shipwreck, poverty, or death : 
It is a word invented first in hell, 
And by the devils first spew'd upon earth : 
Man could not have invented to have given 
Such letters soimd. 

Battd. I trifle hours too long ; 
And now to my black purpose. — Envious day, 
Gaze with thy open eyes on this night's work, 
For thus the prologue to my lust be^ns. 

Bess. Help ! murder I rape ! murder I 

Band. Ill stop your mouth from bawling. 

Enter Duke of Flormice and a train, and Merchant. 

Flor. This way the cry came. — ^Rescue for Uie lady! — 
Hold thy desperate fury, and arm thyself 
For my encounter. 
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Band. Hell I prevented P \Eint with fcMowerg. 

Flor. Unbind that beant«ou8 lady, and pursue 
The ruffian : he that can bring hia head, shall have 
A thousand crowns propos'd for his reward. 
He should be captun of thoae bloody thieveB 
That haunt our mountwiis, and of our dear subjects 
Hath oft made outrage. — 60, see this proolum'd. 

Set$, Ere I the happy wishes of my soul. 
My orisons to Heaven, or make free tender 
Of a most bouoden duty, grace my misery, 
To let me know, unto what worthy person. 
Of what d^ee or state, I owe the service 
Of a most wretched life, lest in my ignorance 
I prove a heretic to all good manners. 
And harshly so offend. [Kneels. 

Flor. Fairest of thy sex, I need not question thine. 
Because I read a nobleness in thy forehead ; 
But, to resolve thee, know, I and styl'd the Duke 
Of Florence, and of this country Prince. 

Bets. Then, from my knees I fall fiat on my face, 
In bound obeisance. 

Flor. Kise: 
That earth's too base for such pure lips to kiss. 
They should rather join with a prince's, as at first 
Made for such use : nay, we will have it eo. 

M^. That lady, if my memory be futfaful 
Unto my judgment, I should have seen ere now. 
But where, what place, or in what country, now 
I cannot call to mind. 

Flor. Where were you bred ? 

Beet, In England, royal sir. 

M^. In England? 

Flor. By what strange adventure, then, 
Happen'd you on these coasts ? 

Beu. By shipwreck. 
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FUff. Then, churlish were the wavea t' expose you to 
Such danger. "Wlience disembarked you last ? 

Bett. FromBarbary. 

Flor. From Barhary ? Our merchant, you came 
lately thence. 

Mer, Tis she ; I now remember her. 
She did me a great courtesy, and I am proud. 
Fortune, however enemy to her, 
Has given me opportunity to make 
A just requital. 

Fhr. What occasion. 
Fair lady, being of such state and beauty. 
Drew you from your own country, to expose you 
To so long travel? 

Mer. Mighty sovereign, 
Pardon my interruption, if I make bold 
To put your grace in mind of an English virgin. 
So highly grac'd by mighty M^idlUheg. 

Flor. A legend worthy to be writ in gold. 
Whose strangeness seem'd at first to exceed belief: 
And had not thy approved honesty 
Commanded oar attention, we should have doubted 
That thou therein hadst much hyperboliz'd. 

Mer. What would your grace give 
To eee tiiat miracle of constancy. 
She who reliev'd so many ChristUui captives; 
Bedeem'd so many of the merchauts' goods ; 
Begg'd of the King so many forfeitures ; 
Kept &om the galleys some, and some from slaughter ; 
She whom the King of Fez never denied, 
But she denied him love ; whose chastity 
Conquer'd his lust, and, maugre his incontinence. 
Made him admire her virtues P 

Flor. The report 
Strikes us with wonder and amazement too ; 
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Bat to behold the creature, were a project 

Worthy a theatre of Emperors, 

Kay, gods themselves, to be spectators. 

Mer, Behold that wonder.— Lady, know yon me? 

Ben. Not I, I can assure you, sir. 

Mer. 111 give 
Yon instance, then. I was that Florentine, 
Who, being in Fez, for a strange outrage there, 
Six of my men were to the galleys doom'd ; 
But, at your intercession to the King, 
Freely releas'd : for which, i^ this dejection, 
I pray accept these thousand crowns, to rtuse 
Your ruin'd fortunes. 

Sett, You are grateful, sir, beyond my merit. 

Flor. I cannot blame great Fez, 
To become enamour'd on so Me a creature. 
You had a fnend much grac'd by that same Moor, 
Whom, as our merchant told us, you were espoue'd 

to 
In the Court of Fez : where's he ? 

Bess. I cannot speak it without tears. 

Flor. Why, is he dead ? 

Best. I cannot say he lives. 

Flor. How were you eever'd? 

Beu. It asks a sad relation. 

Flor. Well find a fitter time to hear't. But now, 
Augment your griefs no farther. On what coast. 
Pray, were you ehipwreck'd ? 

Bess. Upon these neighbouring shores, where all the 
wealth 
I had &om Barhary is perish'd in the sea. 
I, that this mom conunanded half a million. 
Have nothing now but this good merchant's bounty. 

Flor. You are richer 
In our high favour, than all the royalty 
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Fez could have crown'd your peerless beauty with : 
He gave you gold, bat we your almost forfeit ohastity. 

Ben. A gift above the wealth of Barbary. 

Flor. Conduct this lady to the city stnught. 
And bear this our signet to our treasurer: 
CoQuoand for her ten thouBand crowns immediately. 
Next to our wardrobe, and what choice of habit 
Best likes her, 'tie her own. 
Only, for all thia grace, deign, beauteous lady, 
That I may call you servant. 

Betg. Pardon me, sir ; 
You are a Prince, and I am here your vassal. 

Mor. Merchant, 
Ae you respect our iavonr, see this done. 

Beee. What must my next fall be P I that this morning 
Was rich in wealth and servants, and ere noon 
Commanded neither ; and next doom'd to death ; 
Not death alone, but death with infamy. 
But what's all this unto my Spencer's loss ? 

Fhr. You to the city ; well pursue the chase. — 
Madam, be eomforted ; we'll send, or see you : 
All your fortunes are not extinct in shipwreck ; 
The land afibrds you better, if yonll be sway'd by us. 
As first you find us, we'll be still the same. — 
Oft have I chas'd, ne'er found so fair a game. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Cleh, tolut. 

Clem. Where are my bashaws now ? Let me see ; 
what shall I do? I have left my mistress ; where shall 
I have my wages ? She's peppered by this : but if the 
Captain of the banditties bad had but that grace and 
honour that I had when I was in Barbary, he would 
not have been so lusty. She 'scaped drowning, which 
ia the way of all fish, and by this is gone the way of all 
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flesh. Mj Lieutenant, he'a sure cut to pieces among 
tte bandittiee; and so had I been, had not my baker's 
legs stept a little aside. My noble Captain and Spencer, 
they are either drowned i' ill' tempest, or murdered by 
the pirates ; and none is left alive but I, Clem, poor 
Clmn ! but, poor Clem, how wilt thou do now ? What 
trick have you to satisfy colon, here in a strange 
country ? It is not now with me as when Andrea lived. 
Now I bethink me, I have a trade ; and that, they say, 
will stick by a man when his friends ful him. The <uty 
is hard by, and 111 see and I can be entertained to my 
old trade of drawing wine : if 't be but an under-skinker, 
I care not : better do so, than, like a prodigal, feed upon 
husks and acorns. 
Well, if I chance to lead my life under some happy 

sign. 
To my countrymen still 111 fill the best wine. [Eteit. 

Enter Roughman, bleeding. 

Bough. Wounded, but 'scap'd with life : but Beis'e 
loss; that's it that grieves me inward. Baviehed, perhaps, 
and murdered. Oh, if Speneer and Goodlack survive, 
how would they blame my cowardice ! A thread spun 
may be untwined, but things in nature done, undone 
can never be. She's loBt, they are perished : they are 
happy in their deaths, and I surviving, left to the earth 
most miserable. No means to raise myself? I met a 
Pursuivant, even now, proclaiming to the man who 
couM bring the head of the banditties' Capt^n, for his 
reward a thousand crowns: if not for gwn of gold, yet 
for he injured Sesa, that shall be my next task. What, 
though I die. 

Be this my comfort, that it chanc'd me well. 

To perish by his hand by whom she fell \_Eieit. 
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Enter DvJce of Florence, Merchant. 

Flor. Oar mercshant, have you done to th' English ' | 

lady j 

As we commanded? Did she take the gold? | 

Mer. After many complimente, circumstanceB, 
Modest refusals, sometimes with repulse, 
I forc'd on her your bounty. Had you seen 
What a bewitching art she strir'd to use. 
Betwixt denial and disdain, contempt and thankfulness, 
You would have sfud, that out of a mere scorn 
"Faccept your ^ft, she express'd such gratitude. 
As would- demand a double donative. 

Fhr. And it has don' t ; it shall be doubl'd straight, 
Ariung thence unto an infinite, 
If shell but grant us love. How for her habit? 

Mer. "With an enforced will, wilful constraint. 
And a mere kind of glad necessity. 
She put it on, but to lament the death 
Of her lost husband. 

Flor. Why, ia he lost? 

Mer. By all conjectures, never to be found. 

Flor. The lees her hope is to recover him. 
The more our hope remuns to conquer her. 
Bear her ftom us this jewel, and withal. 
Provide a banquet. Bid her leave all mourning; 
This night in person we will visit her. 

Mer. I shall. 

FU>r. Withal, mt^e gold. 
And if thou canst, by way of conference. 
Get from her how she stands affected towards us ; 
It shall not be the farthest way about 
To thy preferment and our special favour, 

\_Exit Merchant. 
L2 
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Enter a Meitenger. 

Men. The two bold Dukee of Mantna and Ferrara, 
after many bloody garboila, have entered league, and 
witbin these two days mean to visit f lorence, to make 
your Court a witness of their late concluded amity. 

Flor. Well receive them 
A s Princes that in this would honour us. 

Me»s. These letters will speak farther. 

Flor. Bear them straight 
Unto our secretary, and withal, give order 
That all our Court may shine in gold and pearl 
They never could have come in a happier season. 
Than when the great and high magnificence. 
Without suspect we would have shown to her, 
Will be accounted honour done to them. 
In late's despite, 
We will not lose the honour of this night. [Exit. 

Enter Spencer, Goodlack. 

Spenc. Ferrara was exceeding bountiful. 

GoodL So was the Duke of Mantua. Had we stayed 
Within their confines, we might, even till death. 
Have liv'd in their high favour. 

Spenc. Oh! but Captain, 
What would their dukedoms gain me, without JSesi f 
Or t^ the world, t' enjoy it without her ? 
Each passage of content, or pleasing fortune. 
When I record she has no part in it. 
Seems rather as an augmentation 
Of a more great disease. 

Goodl. This be your comfort, that by this 
She's best part of her way for England, whither 
She is richly bound ; then, where she is most hopeless 
Of this your safety. 
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With your eiirvival to receive us gladly. 
With an abundant treasure. 

Spenc. But for that, 
I had sunk, ere this, beneath the weight of war. 
And chose an obscure death, before the glory 
Of a renowned soldier. But we are now 
As &r as Florence onwuxl of our way : 
Were it best that we made tender of our service 
To the Grand Duke? 

Goodl. 'Tia the greatest benefits of all our travels to 
see foreign Courts, and to discourse their fashions : let 
us by no means neglect that duty. 

Spenc. Where were we best to lodge ? 

Goodl. Hard by is a tavern : let's first drink there, 
and after make inquiry who's the beat host for strangers. 

Spenc. Come, ho I where be these drawers ? 

Enter a Drawer . 
Drate. Gentlemen, I draw none myself, but I'll send 

Enter Cleh, tctlA tcine. 

Clem, Welcome, gentlemen. — Score a quart ! 

Spenc. Hal 

Goodl. Howl 

Clem. No, no; I am an ass, a very animal; it can- 
not be. 

Spenc. Why dost thou bear the wine back? The 
slave thinks, belike, we have no money. 

Goodl. What I dost thou think us to be such cashier'd 
soldiers, that we have no cash ? — Tush ! it cannot be he. 

Spenc. How should he come here? — Set down the 

Clem. I will, I will, sir. — -Score a quart of Tricks, 

mere phantasms. Shall I draw wine to shadows ? So 
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I might run o' th' 8Core> and find no substance to pa; 
for it 

Spenc Left we not him a-ehipboard, on his To;age 
towards England, with mj 

Goodl. With Bm; true.— Sirrah, set down the 
wine. 

Clem. Some Italian mountebanks: upon mj life, 
mere juggling. 

Goodl. Upon my life 'tis Clem. 

Clem. Ca — Ca — Cap — Captun I Master Spenoer ! 

Spend. Clemf 

Clem. I am Clem. 

Speac. And I am Spencer. 

Goodl. And I Goodlack, but cannot think thee Clem. 

Clem, Yee, I am Clem, of Foy, the Bashaw of Barbary, 
who, irom a courtier of Fez, am turned a drawer in 
Florence. But let me dear my eyes better : now I 
know you to be the same whose throats the pirates 
would have cut, and have spcoled your drinkings. 

Spews. Oh I tell us, and be brief in thy relation, 
"What happen'd you after the sudden tempest 
Sever'd our ships, or what's become of Beu ? 

Goodl. Where did our Negro touch ? 

Clem. Ill give you a touch, take it as you will. — The 
Negro, and all that was in her, was wrecked on the coast 
of Florence; she, and all the wealth that was in her, all 
drowned i' th' bottom of the sea. 

^ene. No matter for the riches; where's she, worth 
more than ship or goods ? 

Goodi, Where's Boughman? For thou, we see, art 
safe. 

Spmc. Nay, speak ; where's Beee f — 
How my heart quails within me. 

CUm. She, Roughman, and I, were all cast ashore safe, 
like so many drowned rate ; where we were no sooner 
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landed, but were set upon by the baaditties, where she 
was bound to a. tree, and ready to be ravished by the 
Capt^ of the outlaws. 

Spmc Oh ! worse than shipwreck could be. 

Clem. I see £ou^Ama» half cut iu pieces with rescuing 
her ; but whether the other half be alive, or no, I can- 
not tell. For my own part, I made shift for cue, my 
heels doing me better service than my hands ; and 
coming to the city, having no other means to live by, 
got me to my old trade to draw wine, where I have the 
best wiue in Florence for you, gentlemen. 

Spmc. Ravished? 

Goodl. And Roughman slain ? 

Spenc, Oh I hard news : it &etB all my blood. 
And strikes me stiff with horror and amazement 

Goodl. It strikes me 
Into a marble statue, for with such 
I have like sense and feeling. 

Spenc Tell me, Captwn: 
Wilt thou give me leave at length to despair. 
And kill myself? I will disclaim all farther 
Frieudship with thee, if thou pereuad'st me live. — 
lavished ! 

GoodL Perhaps attempted, but prevented. 
Will you, before yoo know the utmost certuuty, 
Destroy yourself? 

Spenc. "What is this world ? What's man ? Are we 
created 
Out of flint, or iron, that we are made to bear this ? 

Goodl. Comfort, sir. 

Clem. Yonr only way is to drink wine, if you be in 
grief; for that's the only way, the old proverb says, to 
comfort the heart 

Goodl. Hark where we lie ; and I prithee, Clem, let's 
hear from thee; but now leave us. 
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Clem. I will make bold inquire yon out; uid if ytja. 
want mooey, (as many travellers may) aa long as I 
have either credit, vages, or any coin i' th' world, you 
aball not want, aa I am a true eunuch. [Exit Clbh. 

Enter Flobence, uihmng Bess ; train. 

Goodi. Let's stand amdoi and suffer these gallants 
pass, that with their state take a whole street before 
them. 

.f7»r. Out coach stay; well back sconehalfhoar hence; 
Only conduct this lady to her lodging. — 
Hah I started you, sweet? Whence fetch'd 
You that Wgh ? — Our train lead on : 
W have other business now to think upon. \_Exeunt. 
[BesB easti ajeml. 
GoodL Sure this was some great lady. 
Spene. But observ'd you not this jewd that she cast 
me? 
'Tis a rich one. 

Goodl. Believe me, worthy your wearing. 
Spenc What might she be to whom I am thus hound ? 
Fm here a stranger : never till this day 
Beheld I Florence, nor acqu^tance, friend ; 
Especially of ladies. 

GoodL By their tnun. 
The man that did support her by the arm 
Was of some special note ; and she a lady 
Nobly descended. Wby should she throw you this, 
Beiog a mere stranger ? 

Spenc. There's some mystery in't, 
If we could find the depth on't ; sure there is. 

Goodl. Perhaps some newly fallen in love with you 
Now at first sight, and huri'd that as a favour. 

Spenc Yet neither of us 
Had the wit or sense to inquire her name. 
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III wear it openly, ftud see if anj 

Will diallenge it — the way to know her beet. 

GoodL And I would bo. 

Spenc. I'U truce awhile with sorrow for my £e»t. 
Till I find th' event. 

Goodl. And at best leiBure 
Tender onr eerrice to the Dnke, 
Whom fame reports to be a bounteous Prince, 
And liberal to all strangers. 

Spma. 'Tis decreed. 
But howsoever his tiiTours he impart. 
My Em's lose will atill eit near my heart (^Exeunt. 

Flouriik. Enter Flobehce, Mahtda, Feebaea. 

FU^. This' honour you have done me, woirthy 
Frineee, 
In leaving of your Courts to visit me. 
We reckon as a trophy of your loves, 
And shall remain a future monument 
Of a more firm and perfect amity. 

Mavi. To you, as the greatest, most bonoured, 
And most esteemed Prince of Italy, 
After a tedious opposition 
And much effuse of blood, this Prince and I, 
Late reconcil'd, mate a most happy tender 
Of our united league. 

Ferar. Selecting you 
A royal witness of this union ; 
Which to express, we come to feast with you. 
To sport and revel, and in full largess 
To spend our royal bounty through your Court. 

Flor. What neither letters nor ambassadors. 
Soliciting by tactions or by friends. 
Heaven's hand hath done by your more ciUmer temper. 

Maiii. All resistals. 
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Qoarrela, and ripping up of injuries:. 
Are Bmother'd in the ashes of oar wrath, 
Wboae fire is dow extinct. 

Ferar, Which whoso kindles. 
Let him be hdd a new fferottraku ; 
Who was so bated throughout Epkettu, 
They held it death to name him. 

Flor. Nobly spoke. 
And now, confederate Princes, yoa ahsU find. 
By our rich eatertuniuent, how w' esteem 
Your friendsh^. — Speak ; have we no ladies here 
To entertain these Princes ? 

Enter BesS. 

Mani. Methinks I spy one beauty in this place> 
Worth all the sighte that I have seen before. 
I think, enrvey the spadona world abroad, 
You scarce can find her equal 

Ferar. Had not wonder 
And deep amazement curbed my speech in, 
I had forestall'd this Prince in approbation 
Of her compareless beauty. 

Flor. Taste her. Princes. — 
This surfeits me, and adds unto my love. 
That they should thus admire her. 

Mant. Beauteous lady, 
It is not my least honour to be first 
In this most wiah'd solicit. 

Beig. I stand a statue. 
And cannot move but by another's will, 
And as I am commanded. 

Ferar. I should have wrestled for priority. 
But that I hold it as a blessing. 
To take off that Hss which he so late laid on. 

Flor. Now tell me. Princes, 
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How do you like mj judgment in the choice 
Of a fair miBtresB ? 

Mont. You shall choose for me. 

F«-ar. More happy in thin beauty, I account you, 
Than in your richest treasure. 

Fhr. Wer't not clouded o'er 
With such a melancholy Badness, VA 
Not change it, for the wealth of Italy. — 
Sweet, cheer this brow, whereon no frown can at. 
But it will ill become you. 

Beu. Sir, I bleed. 

Flor. Hah! bleed? 
I would not have a sad and ominous fate 
Hang o'er thee, for a million. 
Perhaps 'tis custom with yon. 

Beef. I hare observ'd. 
Even from my childhood, never fell &om hence 
One crimson drop, but either my greatest enemy 
Or my dearest tiiend waa near. 

Fhr. Why, we are here, 
Fiz'd to thy side, thy dearest friend on earth. 
If that be all, fear nothing. 

Beee. Pardon, sir; 
Both modesty and manners plead for me. 
And I must needs retire. 

Flor. Our train attend her : 
Let her have all observance. — By my royalty, 
I would not have her taste the least disaster 
For more than can we promise. [Exit Bess. 

Ferar. You have only showed us a rich jewel, sir, 
And put it in a casket. 

Mata. Of what country. 
Fortune, or birth, doth she proclaim herself? 
For by her garb and language we may guess 
She waa not bred in Florence. 



^dbyGoogle 



156 THE FAIB MAID OF THE WEST. 

Flor. Seat you, Princes ; HI tell yon a strange pro- 
ject. 

Enter Spencer and Goodlack. 

Speae I have walked the streets, but find not any 
that vrill make challei^e of this jeweL Captain, now 
well try the Court. 

GoodL Beware of these Italians : 
They are by nature jealous and revengeful, 
Not sparing the most basest opportnnity 
That may procure your danger. 

Spene. Innocence 
Is bold, and cannot fear. Bat see, the I>ake ; 
Well tender him the solemn'st reTerence 
Of travellers and strangers. — Peace, prosperity. 
And all good fates, attend your royalty. 

GoocU. Behold, w' are two poor English gentlemen, 
IVhom travel hath enforced through your dukedom, 
As next way to our country, prostrate you 
Our lives and service: 'tis not for reward 
Or hope of gwn we make this tender to youj 
Bnt our free loves. 

Flor. That which so freely comes. 
How can we ecom ? What are you, gentlemen ? 

Mata. m speak for this. 

Ferar, And I for him. 
Well met, renowned Englislunan, 
Here in the Court of Florence. This was he. 
Great Duke, whom fame hath for his valour blazon'dj 
Not only through Mantua, 
Bnt through the spacious bounds of Italy, 
Where 'twas shown. 

Ferar. Hath fame been so injurious to thy merit. 
That this great Court is not already fill'd 
With rumour of their matchless diivalry ? 



^dbyGoogle 



THE FAIB HAID OF THE WEBT. 157 

Flor. If these be they, as by their oatward sem- 
blance 
They promie'd oot much less, &me hath been harbinger 
To speak their praise beforehand. Noble geDtlemen, 
You have much grac'd our Court: we thank you for't; 
And, though no way according to yoiur merits, 
Still will we BtnTe to cherish such brave spirits. 

Speno. Th' acceptance of our smaUest service, sir, 
Is bounty above gold: we're poor gentlemen. 
And, though we cannot, gladly would deserve. 

Goodi. T has pleas'd these Princes to bestow on ua 
Too great a character, and gild our praises 
Far above oui deserts. 

Flor. That's but your modesty. 
Engli^ gentlemeo, let fiune speak for you. 

Ferar. Gentlemen of England, we pardon you all 
duty; 
We accept you as our Iriends and our companionfi : 
Snch you are, and such we do esteem you. 

8pmo. Mighty Prince, such boldness wants excuse. 

Flor. Come, well ha 't so. — 
Amazement ! Cau it be ? Sure 'tis the self-same 

jewel 
I gave the English lady : more I view it, . 
More it confirms my knowledge. Now is no time 
To question it. — Once more, renowned Englishmen, 
Welcome to us and to these Princes. 

Enter ItouGHHAN [and Merchantl. 

Mough. Can any man show me the great Duke of 
Florence? 

Mer. Behold the Prince. 

Bough. Deign then, renowned Duke, to cast thy eyes 
Upon a poor dejected gentleman. 
Whom fortune hath dejected even to nothing. 
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I have nor meat nor money: these rage are all my 

licliee. 
Only necessity compels me clum 
A debt owing by yoo. 

Fhr. Byufl? 
Let's know tlie sum, and how the debt accrues. 

Bough. You have proclaim'd to him could bring the 
head 
Of tlie baoditties' Captain, for his reward, 
A thoosand crowns. Now, I being a gentleman, 
A traveller, and in want, made this my way 
To nuse my niin'd hope. I singled him. 
Fought with him hand to hand, and from his bloody 

shoulders 
Lopped this head. 

Flor. Boldly and bravely done. Whate'er thou be. 
Thou shalt receive it from our treasury. 

Bough. You show yourself as fame reports you, 
A bounteous Prince, and liberal to all strangers. 

IFlor. From what country 
Do you claim your birth? 

Bough. Prcnn England, royal ar. 

Flor. These bold Englishmen, 
I think, are all compos'd of spirit and fire ; 
The element of earth hath no part in them. 

Mattt. If, as you say, from England, we rebun 
Some of your countrymen. Know you these gentle- 
men? 

Bough. Let me no longer live in ecstasy ; 
This wonder will confound me.— Noble friends. 
Bootless it were to aak you why, because 
I find you here. — Illustrious Duke, you owe 
Me nothing now ; to show me these, is reward 
Beyond what you proclaim'd : the rest 111 pardon. 

Flor. What these are we know. 
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And what tliou art we need not questioD mni^ : 
That head, though mute, can speak it. — 
Princes, once more receive our royal welcome, — 
OhI but the jewel: butof that at leisure; 
Now we cannot stay. — Our train lead on. {Flourigk. 
[^Exeunt Dukes, ^c. 

Spenc. Oh I that we three ao happily should meet. 
And want the fourth. 

Rough. I left her in the haade 
Of rape and murder ; whence, except some deity, 
'Twas not in the power of man to rescue her. 
However, a good office I have done her, 
Whi<^ even in death her soul will thank me for, 
Reveng'd her on that villain. 

Goodi. It hath expresfi'd the nobleness of thy spirit ; 
For it we still shall owe tliee. 

Rough. But what adventure hath preferr'd you. 
And brought you thus in grace ? 

Goodl. You shall hereafter 
Partake of that at lai^e. But, leaving this discourse. 
With our joint persuasions let's strive to comfort him, 
That's nothing hut discomfort. 

Rough. Would I had brought him news of that rare 
virtue! 
Yet you have never heard of our late shipwreck. 

Goo^. (7&w» reported it. 

Bough. How? Ckm! where'she? 

Goodl. He has got a service hard by, and draws wine. 

Bough. His master may well trust him with his 
midds; 
Por, dnce the Bashaws gelded him, he has learnt 
To run exceeding nimbly. 

Re-enter Merchant. 
Sfer. Sir, 'tis to you, I take it, 
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My message is directed. 

The Dulce would have some coofereiioe with you. 

But it must be in private. 

Spenc. I am his serrant^ still at bis command. — 
Where shall 's meet, anon ? 

Goodl. At Clem'i. 

Spmtc. Content. 

GooiU. Where well make a due relation 
Of all our de^>erate fortunes. 

Sough. Tis concluded. [ExmtU. 

Explicit Actfu quartiu. 
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ACTUS QUINTUS, Scbha Peima. 
Enter Duke tf^FLOBENCE and Spenceb. 

Flor. I caonot rest till I am folly resolT'd 
About this jeweL — Sir, we sent to stay you, 
And weao you some small season irom your fiends; 
And you above the rest, because your presence 
Doth promise good discourse. 

Spmc Sir, I am all yours. 

Flor. How long hath been your sojourn here in Flo- 
rence? 

Spenc. Two days ; no more. 

Flor. Have you, since your arriva}, 
Ret^n'd no beauteous mistress? Pardon me. 
Sir, that I am come thus near you. 

Spenc. On my soul, 
Not any, royal sir. 

Flor. Think it my love that I presume thus far 
To question you. Have you observ'd no lady 
Of spedal note, courted or discours'd with any 
Within these two days ? 

Spenc. Upon my honour, none. 

Flor. You are a soldier and a gentlemab. 
And should speak all truth. 

Spenc. If otherwise, I should disclaim my gentry, 

Flor. I believe you, sir. You have a rich jewel here, 
Worthy a prince's wearing : 'twere not modesty 
To ask you how you came by it, or from whom ? 

Spenc. Nor can I, sir, resolve you, if you did ; 
But it was cast me by a lady, of whom. 
As then, I took small notice of, my mind 
Being troubled. 

Flor. 'Tis even sa 
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Spenc. Perhaps your grace, by knowing of this jewel. 
May know the beauteous flinger, and bo you might 
Engage me deejJy to acquaint me with her, 
To prove her grateful debtor. 

Flor. No such thing? 
You know none in this city? 

Spenc. Worse than scorn. 
Or foul disgrace beM me, if I know 
Any you can call woman. 

flor. Be not moT'd ; 
I spoke but this in sport. — Sure this strange lady. 
Casting her eye upon this gentleman. 
Grew straight of him enamoured, which makes her 
Keep off from my embraces; but Pll sound aU, 
Yet my own wrongs prevent. — Sir, I stayed you 
But to another purpose, to commit 
A weighty secret to you. 

Spenc. Wer 't of millions, 
rd prove your f^thful steward. 

Ftor. I have a mistress that I tender dearer 
Than mine own eyes — observe me, dearer, sir : 
Whom neither courtship moves, favours can work, 
Nor no preferment tempt. 

Spenc. How rich were he 
Could call himself lord of such a jewel. 

J^lor. My entreaties, friends, persuasions, importuni- 
lies 
Of my chaste ladies, cannot prevful at alL 
Now would I choose a stranger, selecting thee. 
To bear to her these few lines, which contain 
The substance of my mind. 

Spenc. And, sir, I shall. 

I'Tor. In thy aspect 
I read a fortune, that should destine me 
To strange felicities. Wilt thou be foithful? 
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SjiMfK. Ae to my sold. 

J^or. But thou shall swear, before thou undertak'st it, 
(Though I suspect not falsehood in thy Tist^e) 
Not once to cast on her an amorous look. 
Speak to her no lamiliar syllable ; 
Not to embrace her, nor to kiss her hand, 
Nor her free Up by no means. 

Spenc. Well, I swear. 

Flor. But that's not all. 
Swear, by thy faith and thy reh^on. 
Not to taste the least small favour for thyself. 
Touch, or come near her bosom ; for, fair stranger, 
I love her above measure, and that love 
Makes me thus jealous. 

Spenc. By my honesty. 
Faith, and religion, without free release 
From your own Ups, all this will I perform. 

^lor. And bo return the richest Englishman, 
That ever pierc'd our dukedom. Instantly 
Tbou shalt about thy task. \Exeu»t. 

Enter Bess, Merchant. 

Be$». You have tir'd our ears with your long dis- 
course: 
Leave us to rest. 

Mer. Dream in your best desires. 

Besi. If at some half hour hence you visit us. 
We shall be free for language. 

Mer. Soft rest with you. [Sxit. 

Be*» If my soft sleep presents me any shadow, 
Oh I let it be my Speacer'g : him whom waking 
I cannot see, I may in dreams perhaps 
Converse with. My sudden bleeding and my drowsiness 
Should not presage me good. Pray Heaven the Duke 
Prove loyal to mine honour ! Howsoever, 

M 2 
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Death will end all ; and I presume on thia : 
Tia vsy to Spencer, and mj baveii of bliss. 

ISAe lies to $letp. 
Enter Spekceb. 

Bpene. What beauty should this be, on whom the 
Duke 
Is grown so jealous ? Sore 'tis some rare piece. 
He told me she was fairer 
Than I could either judge, or jet imagine. 
Would Beta were here, to wager beauties with her. 
For all my hopes in England I This is the chamber. 
Hah I thus far off she seems to promise welL 
m take a nearer and more free enrvey : 
This taper shall assist me. Fail my eyes. 
Or meet I nothing else but prodi^es? 
Oh, heavens ! it ie my Best. Oh, sudden rapture I 
Let me retire to more considerate thoughts. 
What should I think but presently to wake her. 
And, being mine, to seize her where I find her? 
Oh I but mine oath, that I should never, never 
Lie with her, being my wife, nor kiss her, touch her, 
Hpeak to her one familiar syllable. 
Can oaths bind thus ? My honesty, futh, and religiout 
Are all engag'd ; there's no dispense for them. 
And yet, in all this conflict, to remember 
How the Duke prais'd her virtue, chastity. 
And constancy, whom nothing could corrupt. 
Adds to my joys. But on the neck of this. 
It lays a double torture on my life. 
First to forswear, then leave bo fair a wife. [She ttarte. 

Bets. I.am all distraction! In my sleep 
I saw him : could I but behold him waking. 
That were a heaven. Hah I 
Do I dream still, or was I bom to see 
Nothing but strange illusions ? Spencer ! Love I 



^dbyCoogle 



THE FAIB HAID OF THE WEBT. 165 

- Spenc. I am neither. 

Bess. Thou haet his ehape, hie gait, his face, his lan- 
guage; 
Only these words of thine, and strange behaviour. 
Never came from him. Let me embrace thee. 

Spenc No. 

Best. Then kiss me. 

Spenc. No. 

Bess. Yet speak me &ir. 

Spenc. I cannot. 

Bess. Look on me. 

Spmc. I must not, I will not. Fare thee well : 
Yet first read that. 

Bess. I have read too much already, 
Within thy change of looks. 

Spenc. Oh me I my oath : 
I'd chop off thie right hand, to cancel it. 

Best, But if not now, when then ? 

Spenc. Never. 

Bess. Not kiss me ? 

Spenc. No. 

Bess. Not fold thee in thine arms? 

Spenc. Not. 

Sets. Nor cast a gnuaous look upon thy Bess f 

Spenc. I dare not. 

Bess. Never? 

Spenc. No; never. 

Bess. Oh, I shall die I [Ske ncootu. 

Spenc. ^e faints; and yet I dare not, for my 
oath. 
Once to support her ; dies before mine eyes. 
And yet I must not call her back to life. 
Where is the Duke ? Some help t no ladies nigh ? 
Are you all, all asleep, or dead, 
There's no more noise in Court 'i 
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Enter Dtiie and hu train. 

S'Uyr. Hah ! what's the bu^eee ? Noble firiend, what 
news? 
How Bpeed you with my mietresa ? 

Spenc. You may Bee there on the ground, half 
In the grave already. So (are you well : 
What grief mine is, those that loTe best can tell. [Exit. 

FhT. Support her. — Speak, love: lot^ up, divinest 
mistress. 

Beta. You sud you would not speak, nor look, nor 
touch 
Your Be»». 

Flor. Who, I? 
By all my hopes, I ne'er had auch a thought. 

Best. Ob ! I uustook. 

Flor. Why do yon look bo ghastly about the room P 
Whom do your eyes inquire for? 

Be»*. Nothing ; nay, nobody. 

Elor. Why do you weep ? 

Beu. Hath some new love possesa'd him, and excluded 
Me from his bosom P Can it be poeuble P 

Flor. All leave the chamber. 

Bets. But 111 be BO reveng'd as never woman was: 
111 be a precedent to all wives, hereafter, 
How to pay home ^eir proud, n^lectfiil buBbaode. 
Tis in my way ; I've power, and 111 do it 

Flor. What is't offends you ? 

Best. 'Tis you have don 't 

Flor. We? 

Best. If yon be the Prince, 
There's but one man I bate above all the world. 
And you have sent him to torment me here. 

Flor. What satisfaction shall I make thee for't ? 

Bets. This, and this only. If you have any interest 
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In him, or power above him. If you be a Prince 
In your own country, have command and ruie 
In your own dominions, freely resign his person 
And his state solely to my disposure. 

FlffT. But whence grows 
The ground of such inveterate hate ? 

Bet*. All circumstances to omit, 
He, and only he, ravish'd me from my country : 
He waa the cause of all my afflictions. 
Tempests, shipwreck, fears. I never had just cause 
Of care and grief, but he was author of it. 
Speak : is he mine ? 

VUyr. What interest I can claim, either by oath 
Or promise, thou art commandress of. 

Be»». Then I am yours ; 
And to-morrow, in the public view of all 
The stranger Princes, courtiers, and ladies, 
I will express myself. This night I entreat 
I may repose myself in my own lodging, 
For private meditations. 

Fkr. What we have promis'd, 
Is in our purpose most irrevocable ; 
And so, we hope, is yours. 

Bett. You may presume, my lord. 

Ent^ MerchatU. 

Ftor. Conduct this lady to her chamber : 
Let her have all observance. — We will lay 
Our strict command on him, lest he should leave 
Our city before our summons : 'tis to-morrow, then. 
Shall happy thee, make us most blest of men. 

lExit Duke. 
Bett. Now shall I quite him home. Th' ingrate shall 
know, 
"lis above patience to be injured so. 
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Met. TVm you walk, lucly, or take your coach? 
Beit. That we the streets more freely may Burrey, 
Well walk along. \_Exeunt. 

Eater Cleu, witA iU pot*. 

Ciem. Itet me see — three quarts, two pottleB, one gal ■ 
Ion, and a pint ; one pint, two quarts more, then I have my 
load : thus are we that are under-joumeymeu put to't. 
Oh I the fortune of the seas: never <Ud man that marries 
a whore eo cast himself away, as I had heen like i' th' 
last tempest ; yet nothing vexes me eo much, that, after 
all my travels, no man that meets me hut may say, and 
Bay very truly, I am now no hetter than a pot com- 
panion. 

EnUr Bess, Merchant. 

Bete. That should be Clem, my man. — Give me some 
gold.— 
Here, sirrah ; drink this to the health 
Of thy old mistress. — Usher on : 
We have more serious things to think upon. 

[Ex&unt Bess and Merchant. 

Ctem. Mistress Bese! Mistress Elisabeth! 'tis she. 
Hah I gold I Hence, pewter pots ; I'll be a pewter 
porter no longer. My mistress turned gallant; and 
shall I do nothing hut run up-stairs and down stairs 
with Anon, anon, sir? No; I have gold, and anon 
will be as gallant as the proudest of them. Shall I 
stand at the bar, to bar any man's casting that drinks 
hard ? Ko ; 111 send these pots home by some porter 
or other, put myself into a better habit, and say, the 
case is altered: then will I go home to the Bush, where 
I drew wine, and buy out my time, and take up my 
chamber ; be served in pomp by my fellow prentices. - 
I will presently thither. 
Where I will flaunt it in my cap and feather. 
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ISnter Goodlack, Spehceb, Roughman. 

Goodl. Yon tell ua of the etrangest woudermeDt 
That ever came within the compass of my kuowledge. 

Spenc. I tell jou but what's true. 

Goodl. It cannot find example.' Did you leave her 
In those extremities of passion ? 

Speac. I think dying, or the next way to death. 

Goodl. To cheer you, 
The Duke's own witness of her constancy 
And virtue, arm'd i^ainet all temptations, 
Part of your griefs should lessen. 

Spene. Kather, tnend. 
Augment my passions, to be foro'd to lose 
And quite abjure so sweet a bedfellow. 
Oh I it breeds more distraction. 

Goodl. Wer't my cause, . 
I'd to the Duke, and claim her; beg for justice, 
And through the populous Court 
Clamour my wrongs, if he detun her from you. 

Spmc But my oath 
Ties me from that. I have quite abjur'd her; 
I have renounc'd her freely ; cast her off; 
Disdum'd her quite. I can no more 
Interest claim in her than, Goodlack, 
Thou, or Roughman, thou. 

Goodl. 'Tb most strange Let's examine all our 
brains 
How this may be avoided. 

Bough. How now, Clem ! you loiter here ? the house 
is full of guests, and you are extremely called for. 

Clem. You are deceived, my Lieutenant, I'll assure 
you: you speak to as good a man as myself. Do you 
want any money? 

Goodl. Canst thou lend me any ? 
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Ctem. Look ; I am the lord of theae mines, of these 
Indies. 

Rough. How earnest thou hy them P 

CUm. A delic&te, sweet lady, meeting me i' tb' street, 
like an ase groaning under my heavy burthen, and being 
enamoured of my good parts, gave me thiB gold. If 
you think I lie, exaniine all these pots, whose mouths, 
if they could speak, would say as much in my behalf. 
But if yoa want any money, speak in time ; for, if I 
once turn courtier again, I will scorn my poor friends, 
look scurvily upon my acqu^tance, borrow of all men, 
be beholding to any man, and acknowledge no man ; 
and my motto shall be. Bate is the man thatpayi. 

Rough. But, Ctemy how earnest thou by this gold ? 

Clem. News, news I though not the lost sheep, yet 
the lost shrew is found — ^my mistress, Mistress Eliza- 
beth, 'tU she. She, meeting me i'th' street, seeing I had 
a pot or two too much, gave me ten pounds in a purse 
to pay for it: Ecce gignum. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. The Duke hath summon'd your appearance, 
gentlemen. 
And hiys his power of love, not of command. 
To visit biro in Court. 

Clem. I am put into the number, too. — If he be a tall 
man, tell bim we will attend his highness. 

Lord. Fellow, my language was not aim'd at you. 

Clem. But, «r, 111 make bold to come at first bidding. 

Lord. Six, your reward stays for you at Court, 
For bringing of the outlawed Captain's head : 
There's order ta'en for 't from the treasnry. 

Rough. The Duke is just and royaL We'll attend you. 

Clem. And I'll go frimisb myself with some better 
accoutrements, and 111 be with you to bring presently. 



^dbyCoogle 



TH£ FAIR MAID OF THE WEST. 171 

EtOer Florence, Mantda, and Feekaka. 

Mant. There is not in your looks, renowned Florence, 
That Bununer'a calm and sweet alacrity 
That was wont there to shine : a winter's storm 
Sits threatening on your discontented brow. 
May we desire the cause ? 

FUtr. Which you shall know. 
Princes, the fierce and bloody Moors have late 
Committed outn^e on our eeae, especially 
One mighty Bashaw, 'gunet whom w' have sent 
Pietro di Ventura, one of our beat sea captains ; 
And till we hear of his success, w' are barr'd 
Of much content. 

Enter Merchant. 

Mer. My lord, good news. Fietro di Veaturo is re- 
tum'd. 
With happy victory, and many noble prisoners. 
And humbly lays his conquest at your feet. 

Enter Pietbo, Bagkaw Jopfeh. 

FloT. Pietro, welcome. This thy service shi^ nut 
Die unrewarded. Freely relate 
The manner of thy sea fight 

Pietro. Then thus, great jDuke. 
This noble Bashaw — ^noble I must call him. 
For he deserves that worthy attribute — 
Did lord o'er these our seas, appointed well. 
Laden with many a rich and golden spoil, 
Not weak to us in nmnber ; bdng in ken. 
We had him and his galleys straight in chase. 
He ne'er set sail,' or fled : afar our ordnance pUy'd ; 
Coming more near, our muskets and oar small shot. 
Like showers of hall, began the slaughter. 
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There thifi Bashaw, then perceiving straight 
That he must either yield or die, his Bcimitar 
He pointed to his breast, thinldng thereon 
To perish, had not my coming stay'd him. 

Joff. Nor think, bold ChiistiaQ, 
That I can commend, or thank thee for't; 
For who that's noble will not prize brave death 
Before a slavish bondage ? Had I died 
By mine own hand, 't had been a soldier's pride. 

FloT. Although a prisoner, captive, and a Moor, 
Yet use him like the noblest of his nation. 
And now withdraw with him, till we detenoine 
Of his ransom. \Exeunt Fietbo antf Joffer. 

E^Uer Merchant and Bess ; aZso Spenceb, Boctghman, 
GOODLACK. 

Mer. Way there, for the Duke's mistress I 

8pmc. Hah ! the Duke's mistress, eud he ? 

GoodL It was harsh. 

Sea. Keep off*: we would have no such rubs as these 
Trouble our way, but hare them swept aside — 
A company of base companions, 
To do no reverence 
To a Prince's mistress. 

Spenc Hear you that ? 

Mer. Give back : you trouble the presence. 

Goodl. This cannot be £et», but some fury hath 
stolen her shape. 

Rough. It seems strange. 

Spenc. But unto me most horrid. 

Beia. Crreat Duke, Icome to keep my promise with you, 
If you keep your word with me. 

Flor. These kind regreets are unto me more welcome 
Thab my late victory got at sea. Will't please you 
Take your seat ? 
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Mer. Is not yon Spencsrf and that the Capt^n of the 
Jfeffrot 

Spene. What shall we next behold ? 

Flor. Yet are you mine ? 

BeM. From all the world: ^TctA Florence, witneas this. 
You ne'er had yet a voluntary kiBs. 

Spenc. 'Sfoot t I could tear my hiur off. 

Flor. Second your kindness : let these Princes see 
Your temptiog lips solely belong to me. 

Bess. There's one again. It surfeits me Taove measure. 
To be a Prince's darling, and choice treasure. 

Spene. Hold me, Goodlack, or I shall break out 
Into some dangerous outrage. 

Goodl. Show in this your wisdom, and quite suppress 
yoiir fijry, 

Flor. Princes, I fear you have mistook yourselves 
In thcBe two strangers ; for I have little hope 
To find them worthy your great character. 

Mant. There must be great preeiunption, that must 
force belief to that. 

Ferar. Nay, more than presumptions, proofs, 
Or they will win small credit. 

Flor. You had from us, lady, a costly jewel ; 
It cost ten thousand crowns : speak, can you show it ? 

Bess. I kept it chary 
Aa mine own heart, because it came &om you ; 
But hurrying through the street, some cheating fellow 
Snatch'd it from my arm ; therefore, my suit is, 
"With whomsoe'er the jewel may be found. 
The slave may die. 

Flor. His sentence thine; we never will revoke it — 
Our merchant, search all our courtiers, and such 
Strangers as are within our Court. 

Mer. Here's one, of no mean lustre, that this gentle- 
man wears in bis hat. 
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Ftor. Besch it the lady. 

Goodl, This cannot be Ben Bridget, but some Medma, 
Chang'd into ber lively portnwture. 

Beti. Princes, tbe thief is found. Whate'er he be. 
That's guilty of this felony, I beg 
That I may be his sentencer. 

Flor. Thou sh^t 

Be»i. If you have any interest in hie blood. 
His oaths, or yows, freely resign them, him 
And all at my dispose. 

Flor. Have we not done t? 

Ferar. Who can with the least honour speak for him. 
The theft being so apparent ? 

CUm. Now, if she should challenge me with the purse 
she gave me, and hang me up for my labour, I should 
curse the time that ever I was a courtier. 

Bett. Let me descend ; and ere I judge the felon, 
Survey him first. Tis pity; for it seems 
He hath an honest face. — The word irae, never. 

Goodl. What, Bets .' foi^et yourself ? 

Bett. An indifferent proper man, and take these 
courses ? — 
You mid you would not tpeak, nor look upon, nor touch 
your Bete. 

Spme. I oould be a new Sinon, and betray 
A second Troy, rather than suffer this. 

Bett. Good outward parts; but in a foreign clime. 
Shame your own country? — Never think of that. 

Spenc. I fear my heart wiU break. 
It doth so struggle for irruption forth. 

Flor. When do you speak his sentence, lady ? 

Bete. You'll confirm 't, whate'er it be ? 

Flor. As we are Prince, we wilL 

Bete. Set forth tbe prisoner. 

Mer. Stand forward. Englishman. 
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BsM. Then hear thy doom. I give thee hack thy life. 
And in thy arms throw a most constant wife. 
If thou hast rashly sworn, thy oaths are free : 
Th' art mine by gift. I give myself to thee. 

F7or. Lady, we uiiderstand not this. 

Bess. Shall I make it pl^n? 
This is, great Duke, my husband. 
Whose virtues even the barbarous Moors admir'd. 
This the man ibr whom a thousand danj;erB I've 

endur'd ; 
Of whom the best approved chromders 
Might write a golden legend, 

Mer. My lord, I know that gentleman 
For Spencer, and her husband ; for mine eyes 
Saw them eapous'd in Fez. That gentleman. 
As I take it, was Captain of the Ne^ro ; 
Th' other his Lieutenant. 

Clem. And do not you know me ? 

Mer. Not I, sir. 

Clem. I am Bashaw of Barbary : by the same token I 
sold certain precious stones to purchase the place. 

Fhr. Lady, you told ub he was the author 
Of all your troubles, cares, and fears. 

Bees. I told true ; his love was cause of all. 
It drew me from my country in his quest, 
When I despair,d, aiid finding him in Fez, 
Oh ! do hut think, great Duke, if e'er you lov'd, 
What might have bought him from you. 
Had my Spencer been an Ewrydice, 
I would have played the Orpheus, 
And found him out in hell. 

Flor. We now perceive 
The cause of all these errors — ^his tmkindneas, 
Grounded on his rash oath, which we release: 
And all those virtues, honours, and renowns, 
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Which e'en the barbarous Moora seem'd to admire, 
Well dignify, and ruse their suffrage higher, 

AU. Florence is hononrable. 

Flor. Bring in the Bashaw. Call Ventutv forth. 

Enter Pietko, Jofpeh. 

Jof. Duke, I am prisoner : 
Put me to ransom, or to death; but to death, rather ; 
For methinks a soldier should not outlive bondage. 

Spenc Bashaw Joffer f — 
Leave my embraces, Bett ; for I of force am cast 
Into his arms. — My noble fi^end I 

JoJ'. I know you not ; and I could wish yon did not 
know me, now I am a prisoner, a wretch, a captive, and 
such a one as I would not have my friends to know. I 
pray, stand off. 

8pmc Because yon are in durance, 
Should I not know you ? No ; 
For then the noblest minds diould fiiends beet know. 
Have you foi^t me, air ? 

Jq^. No: were I in freedom, and my princely 
honours, 
I should then be proud to call you Spencer, 
And my friend ; but now 

Spenc An English virtue thou shalt try. 
That for my life once didst not fear to die. — 
That for bis noble office done to me, 
Embrace him. Best, dear Goodlack, and the rest. 
Whilst to this Pnnce I kneeL — This was the Bashaw, 
King MuUisheff made him great Viceroy of Argiers : 
I know not. Prince, how he is fallen so low ; 
But if myself, my friends, and all my fortunes. 
May redeem him home, unto my naked skin 
111 sell myself: and if my wealth will not 
Amount so much, Pll leave myself in hostage. 
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Fer. Tis the part of a most noble friend. 

Mer. And in these times worthy admiration- 

Fhr. I wonder not the Moors so grac'd this nation. 
If all the English equal their -virtues. 
For this brave stranger, so endear'd to thee, 
Pass to thy country, ransomlesa and free. 

All. Boyal in ah things is the Duke of Florence. 

JoJ'. Such honour is not found in Barbary. 
The virtue in these Christians hath converted me, 
Which to the world I can no longer smother ; 
Accept me, then, a Christian and a brother. 

Flor. Princes, these unexpected novelties 
Shall add unto the high solemnity 
Of your best welcome. — Worfhy Englishman, 
And you, the mirror of your eex and nation, 
Ffur English Elizabeth, as well for virtue 
As admired beauty, well give you cause. 
Ere you depart our Court, to say great Fez 
Was either poor, or else not bountiiiil. — 
Bashaw, well honour your conversion 
With all due rites. — But for yon beauteous lady, 
Thus much in your behalf we do proclaim — 

The fdrest m^d ne'er pattem'd in her life. 
So f^r a virgin, and so chaste a wife. 
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Epilogue. 

Still the more glorious that the creatures be, 
They in their native goodness are more free 
To things below them ; as the sun we find 
Unportially to shine on all mankind. 
Denying light to none. — And you we may 
(Great Bang) most justly call our light, our day ; 
Whose glorious course may never be quite run. 
While earth hath sovereign, or the heaven a sun. 
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NOTES TO THE FAIR HAIP OF THE WEST. 



:^ge 93, line 19. And no pretended tnldneas.] To pretend waa con- 
stantly fued, of old, in the sense of to intend. The instances ore too 
numerons to need utation. The word will be found agaia in this play. 

Page 96, line 13. Exeunt. Recorders.} In the first part of this play 
the mnsic was hantboyi, hot here "recorders" are heard, before the en- 
trance of Mnllisheg and his train. See " Hamlet," act iii., sc 2. 

Page 99, line 33. Forspeak me not.] i.e., forbid me not, in this 
instance; bnt it sometimes means to foretell and to bewitch. Shake- 
speare, in "Antony and Cleopatra," act iii., sc 7, nses it merely aa 
forbid ! — 

" Thou hast fompoke my being in these wars, 
And say'st, it is not fit." 

Page 100, line S. This royal purchase.] i.e., this royal booty, or 
prize ; a sense the word " purchase" often bears in old writers. 

Page 106, line 14. Sellengei's round and Tom Tiler.] Two poptdar 
" fiddler's tnnes :" Sellenger's round was also called " The Banning of 
the World," and is mentioned by many anthora. Tom Tiler is one of 
the dances played by " Old Father Bosin, chief Minstrel of Highgate," 
in Ben Jonson's "Tale of a Tab," act i., sc. 2, Edit Gifford. 

Page 118, line 8. Enter P(»ier.] The word *' Porter " is inserted in 
the ma^in ; and it is clear that his entrance is intended, as before, though 
it is not marked. - 

Page 119, line 11. In diis fierce conflict brings itwithont all boiuds.] 
In the original it stands, " brings 'em ;" but the true reading must be what 
we haTo printed, in reference to the life of Spencer, which is brought 
without all bounds of pardom 

n2 
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Page 123, line 2. Enter MnUigheg and ToU.] The entranw of Hul- 
bsheg only ii mentioned in the old copy, bnt Tota ii abo on the stage, both 
at the nine time stealthily quitting the apartmeDt where they had alept. 

Page 123, line 22. The entrance of Alcade, like that of some other 
characters in mbaequent aceaes, does not appear in the old copy. 

n«e 126, line 27. Enter Captain Goodlack, &e.] This acene, of 
coarse, takes place on board Ben'i ship, the Negro, off Algiers. 

Page ISS, line 1. Some fifteen minutes.] In the original, this is 
made part of what Bess says, but it is clearly the reply of Goodlack. 

Page 129, line 30. Swooiu.^ This stage-direction is necessary, as 
appears by the next speech of Bess, but it is not fonnd in the old copy. 

I^ige IM, line 9. His life is merely forfeit.] We only need say here, 
onoe for all, that, in our old writers, "merely" is commonly used for 
abtoltitely, as in this instance. 

Page 136, line 25. Character thy lust] Le^ write thy lust in cia- 
rttcters, or letters, upon my breast — a by no means onusnal application of 
the word. So " Hamlet," act i., sc. 3 — 

" And these few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou character" 

Page 136, line 28. Ktteela.] Bess kneels to Mullisheg,but the neces- 
ssiy direction is omitted in the original. 

Page 138, line 32. And sinks into the arms of Bonghn&n.] In the 
old copy it stands, " beneath the arms of Bonghmiui," which must be an 
error. She swooned, and Roughman received her in his arms. 

Page 139, line 7. DumbahoK.} We are to snppoae that these Toiious 
events were represented in some way, however imperfectly, to the eyes 
of the audieoce. 

Page 140, line 3. All is lost 1] Besa and her two companions enter, 
as after diipwreck, on the coast of Tuscany, here called " the coast of 
Florence." 

Page 145, line 10. That I may call you servant.] The seiue ought 
rather to be, " that I may call me your servant," or lover, which was the 
ftequent meaning of " servant " at that time. The answer of Bess war* 
rants our interpretation of the text; and omitting "me," in the next 
hemestich, into which it perhaps escaped from the line above, the measure 
is compete. However, Heywood's verse is often so confused and irre- 
gular, that the metre is a very unsure guide. 
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Page 145, line 27. Enter Clem, lolus.^ The exit of Clem has token 
place, probably, when the banditti got the better of Bonghman, but it is 
not marked in the old copj, and the insertion of it was necessaiy for the 
intelligibility of the sc^te. We most suppose that Clem comes sneaking 
in, again, when he sees the coast clear, not being aware of what had 
passed between the Prinoe of Fenara, Bess, &c., after the banditti had 
been driven away. 

Page H6, line 7. To satisfy colon.] The name of the principal in- 
testine, and often used by our early dramatists for the stomach: thus 
Middleton, in "More Dissemblers beridea Women," act iii. — "For colon 
is sharp set oftentimes." It is needless to multiply authorities. 

Page 146, line 8. It is not now with me as when Andrea liv'd.] 
Clan has quoted this line before (p. 68), but without the obvious inter- 
polation of "with me." It may be observed here, that in the copies of 
" The Spanish Tragedy" that have come down to as, the play does-uot 
open with any such line. 

Page 146, line 12. An under-skinker.] i.e., an nnder-drawer. See 
" Henry IV.," Part I^ act ii., »c. 4. A schenker, in Dutch, means a per- 
son who filb the cups or glosses. It will be found that Clem obtains the 
office of an under-drawer. 

Page 146, line 18. Enter Roughman, bleeding.] Bonghman bad 
been beaten off the stage by the banditti, on p. 141 ; and he, like Clem, 
Ktoms to it, ignotant of what had subsequently happened. 

Page 147, line 1. Enter Doke of Florence, Merchant.] This scene 
we may suppoee to take place in the palace of the Duke. 

Page 148, line 18. Enter Spencer and Goodlack.] The scene must 
have been some part of Florence, near the tavern where Clem has been 
hired, which Spencer and Goodlack jnst afterwards enter. 

Page 1^3, line 13. .f7ourfsJ&. Enter Florence, &c.] The scene changes 
to the Court of the Duke of Florence, where he receives the Dukea of 
Mantua and Ferrara. 

Page 1^7, line 28. Enter Boughman and Merchant.] The old direc- 
tion only roentioss Roughman, but the prefix, Afer., immediately follows 
Roaghmaa'i first speech, and the Merchant must have entered with him. 
It appears afterwards that Ronghman brought with him the head of the 
Capttun of banditti. 

Page 167, line *2d. Enter Merchant.] He seems engaged in rather 
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inccHigmotu datica fbr the Duke. Hii entrance ii not here marked, but 
the prefix to the nest epeeeh but two shorn thmt be wu the person em- 
ployed to attend on the benune. 

Fsge 167, line S3. Now shall I quite bun home.] i.e^ reguite, or 
pajf him htane — a sense the wind "quite" (sometimea printed quit) 
often bears in Sbaketpeaie. See "Heniy T.,"actiii, sc 2 — "Hamlet," 
act v., BO. 2, &c 

Page 168, line 4. Enter Clem, with his pots.] The scene nfffmniilj 
chaogea to some street in Florence. 

Page 169, line 6. In those extrenutiee of passion.] The prepoaitiiHi 
"in" seems to have been accidentally battered ont of the type,bnt a 
small part of the letter i is still risible. 

Page 170, line 13. Base is the man that pays.] SoPistol,m "HemyT.," 
act ii. sc. 1 — "Base is the slave that pays." Steevens supposed, with fea- 
son, that the eipressiun was proverbial. 

Page 171, line 19. Enter Pietro, Bashaw Joffer.] By the prefixes we 
find it to be Joffer, but in the stagC'direction of the old copy he is merely 
called "Bashaw," 

Page 174, line 19. The word was, never.] Bess is repeating here and 
afterwards what Spencer had sworn. We have followed the old copy, 
by printing her quotations in italic, for greater clearness. 
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